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Tue modern system of philosophy has one great
advantage, which makes it difficult to attack it
with any hopes of success, namely, that it is not
founded on any of the prevailing opinions or
natural feelings of mankind. It rests upon a
single principle—its boasted superiority over all
prejudice. Unsupported by facts or reason, it is
by this circumstance alone enabled to trample
upon every dictate of the understanding or feel-
ing of the heart, as weak and vulgar prejudices.
In this alone it is secure and invulnerable. To
this it owes its giant power and dreaded name.
Let the contradictions and fallacies contained in
the system be proved over and over again, still
the answer is ready:—all the objections made to
it are resolved into prejudice. Destitute of every
other support, it staggers our faith in received
opinions by the hardihood of its assertions, and
derives its claim to implicit credence by the
boldness of its defiance of all established autho-
rity. Common sense is brought to the bar like
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an old offender, and condemned without a hear-
ing. Under the shelter of this presumption
there is no absurdity so great as not to be ad-
vanced with impunity. There is no hypothesis,
however gratuitous, however inadequate, or
however unfounded, that is not held up as the
true one, if it is but contrary to all observation
and experience. The grossest credulity succeeds-
to the most extravagant scepticism. From being
the slaves of authority we become the dupes of
paradox. Every opinion which is so absurd as
never to have been affirmed before is converted
into .an undeniable truth. Whoever dares to
question it, unawed by the authority on the one
han_d, and undazzled by the novelty on the
other, is considered as a person of a narrow
and bigoted understanding, and as relinquishing
all claim to the exercise of his reason. We are
effectually deterred from protesting against any
of these “wise saws and modern instances” by
the dread of being mixed up with the vulgar,
and we dare not avoid the common feelings of
humanity lest we should be ridiculed as the
dupes of self-love, or of the whining cant of
moralists. There is however no bigotry so blind
as that which is founded on a supposed exemp- -
tion from all prejudice. The mind in this case
identifies every opinion of its own with reason
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itself: -and regarding the objections made to' it
as proceeding from a jaundiced and distorted
view of the case, it converts them into the strong-
est confirmations of the depth and comprehen-
siveness of its own views. There are accordingly
no people so little capable of reasoning as those
who make the loudest. pretensions to it: and
having assumed the name of Philosophers, are
astonished that any one should call their title
in question. ‘

I have been led to make these ohservations
from reading Helvetius’s account of self-love,
which .is nothing but a series of misrepresenta-
tions and assumptions of the question, and which
can only have imposed upon his readers from
that tone of confidence and alertness which men
always have in attacking a received and long-
established principle, and. a tacit and involun-
tary feeling that boldness of opinion implies
strength and independence of mind. A few
examples will show that this censure is well-
founded. “What,” says this author in the be-
ginning of his view of the'question,—* what is the
human understanding? It is the assemblage of
his ideas. To what sort of understanding do we
give the name of talent? To the understanding
concentrated upon a single subject; that is to say
to a large assemblage of ideas of the same kind.
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“ Now if there are no innate ideas, human
understanding and genius are only acquired;
and both one and the other have the following
faculties for their principles :

“ 1. Physical sensibility ; without which we
could receive no sensations,

¢ 2. Memory, that is to say, the faculty of re-
calling the sensations received.

¢ 3. The interest which we have in compar-
ing our sensations together, that is to say,
in observing with attention the resemblances
and differences, the agreements and disagree-
ments of several objects amongst them. It is
this interest which fixes the attention, and in
minds commonly well-organised, is the efficient
cause of understanding.”

It is added in a note, “To judge, according
to M. Rousseau, is not to feel. The proof of
his opinion is that we have a faculty or power
which enables us to compare objects. Now this
power according to him cannot be the effect of
physical sensibility. But,” continues Helvetius,
“ if Rousseau had more profoundly considered
the question, he would have perceived that
this power (or faculty of understanding) is no
other than the interest itself which we have to
‘compare these objects, and that this interest
takes its rise in the feeling of self-love, which is
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the immediate effect of physical sensibility.”
This is the author’s account of the understand-
ing. It is bold and decided, but it is not on
that account either more or less true. It comes
to this; that the faculty or power of under-
standing is owing to the use we have for such a
faculty ; or that we have a power of comparing
our sensations, because we have an interest in
comparing them, and that therefore this power
is nothing but the effect of physical sensibility.
So that a man before he has any understand-
ing, feeling the want of it, supplies himself
with this very necessary faculty by an act of the
will, and out of pure friendly regard to himself.
The interest or desire to fly might at this rate
supply us with a pair of wings, or an effort
of curiosity might furnish us with a new sense,
or an effort of self-interest might enable a man
to be in two places at once. .All these conse-
quences might very easily follow, if we were
only satisfied to believe any extravagance of
assertion, and to use words systematically with-
out either connexion or meaning.

The whole of this writer’s argument against
the existence of a benevolent principle in the
mind is founded either on a play of words, or
an arbitrary substitution of one feeling for
another. He has confounded, and does not
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even seem to have been aware of the distiriction
between, self-love, considered as a rational prin-
eiple of action, or the voluntary and deliberaté
pursuit of our own good as such, and that im-
mediate interest or gratification which the mind
may have in the pursuit of any object either
relating to ourselves or others. He sometimes
evidently considers the former of these, that is,
a deliberating, calculating, conscious selfishness,
as the only rational principle of action, and
treats all other feelings as romance and folly, or
even denies their existence; while at other
times he contends that the most disinterested
generosity, patriotism, and love of fame, are
equally and in the strictest semse self-love,
because the pursuit of these objects is connected
with and tends immediately and intentionally
to the gratification of the individual who has an
attachment to them.

After stating the sentiment of Rousseau, that
without an innate and abstract sense of right
and wrong we should not see the just man and
the true citizen consult the public good to his
own prejudice, Helvetius goes on thus:—“No
one, I reply, has ever been found to promote the
public good when it injured his own interest.
The patriot who risks his life to crown him-
self with glory, to gain the public esteem, and
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to deliver his country from slavery, yields to
the feeling which is most agreeable to him.
Why should he not place his happiness in the
exercise of virtue, in the acquisition of public
respect, and in the pleasure consequent upon this
Tespect? For what reason, in a word, should he
not expose his life for his country, when the
sailor and soldier, the one at sea, and the other
in the trenches, daily expose theirs for a shil-
ling? The virtuous man who seems to sacrifice
his own good to that of the public is only
governed by a sentiment of noble self-interest.
‘Why should M. Rousseau deny here that interest
is the exclusive and universal motive of action,
when he himself admits it in a thousand places of
his works?” The author then quotes the follow-
ing passage from'Rousseau’s ‘ Emilius’ in support
of his doctrine:—*“A man may indeed pretend to
prefer my interest to hisown; however plausibly
he colours over this falsehood, I am quite sure it
is one.” But I would ask why, on the prin-
‘ciple just stated by Helvetius, he should not
prefer another to himself, “if it is agreeable to
him?” Why should he not place his happiness
in the exercise of friendship? Why should he
not risk his life for his friend, as well as the
patriot for his country, or as the soldier or sailor
for a shilling a day?” What is become, all of
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a sudden, of that noble self-interest which iden-
tifies us with our country and our kind? Isit
quite forgot ? Has it evaporated with a breath?
Is there nothing of it left? When any in-
stances are brought, or supposed, of the sacrifice
of private interest to principle, or virtue, or
passion, it is immediately pretended that these
- instances are mot at all inconsistent with the
grand universal principle of self-interest, which
embraces all the sentiments and affections of
the human mind, even the most heroical and
disinterested. But the moment these instances
are out of sight and the evasion is no longer
necessary, this expansive principle shrinks into
its own natural littleness again; and excludes
all regard to the good of others as romantic and
idle folly. All those instances of virtue which
are at one moment, perfectly compatible with
this ‘“universal principle of action” are the
next moment said to be incompatible with it,
and the author after his little rhetorical glozings
on the extensive views and generous sacrifices of
self-interest, immediately descends into the vul-
gar proverb that “the misfortunes of others are
but a dream.” To proceed: Helvetius says,
(p- 14):

“ What we understand by goodness or the
moral sense in man, is his benevolence towards
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others : and this benevolence we always find in
proportion to the utility they are of to him.
I prefer my fellow-citizens to strangers, and
my friend to my fellow-citizens. The welfare
of my friend is reflected upon me. If he be-
comes more rich and more powerful, I partake
of his riches and his power. Benevolence
towards others is nothing, then, but the effect of
love to ourselves.”

The inference here stated, that benevolence is
merely a reflection from self-love, is founded on
the assumption that we always feel for others in
proportion to the advantage they are of to us,
and this assumption is a false one. That the
habitual or known connexion between our own
welfare and that of others, is one great source of
our attachment to them, one bond of society, is
what I do not wish to deny,: the question is whe-
ther it is the only one in the mind, or whether
benevolence has not a natural basis of its own to
rest upon, as well as self-love. Grant this, and
the actunal effects which we observe in human
life will follow from both principles combined :
but to say that our attachment to others is in
the exact ratio of our obligations to them, is
contrary to all we know of human nature. I
would ask whether the affection of a mother for
her child is owing to the good received or be-
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stowed ; to the child’s power of conferring
benefits, or its standing in need of assistance?
Are not the fatigues which the mother un-
dergoes for the child, its helpless condition, its
little vexations, its sufferings from ill health or
accidents, additional ties upon maternal ten-
derness, which by increasing the attention to
the wants of the child and anxiety to supply
them, produce a proportionable interest in and
attachment to its welfare? Helvetius justly
observes that we prefer a friend to a stranger,
but the reason which he assigns for it, that our
interests and pleasures are more closely allied, is
not the only one. We participate in the suc-
cesses of our friends, it is true, but we also par-
ticipate in their distresses and disappointments,
and it is not always found that this lessens our
regard for them. Benevolence, therefore, is not
a mere physical reflection from self-love. His
account of friendship agrees exactly with that
which the grave historian of Jonathan Wild has
given of the friendship between his hero and
Count La Ruse: ¢ Mutual interest, the greatest
of all purposes, was the cement of this alliance,
which nothing of consequence but superior inte-
rest was capable of dissolving.”

The mechanical principle of association, un-
derstood in a strict sense, will not account for
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the multifarious and mixed nature of our.
affections, and if we do not understand it in
a strict sense, it will then only be another
name for sympathy, imagination, or any thing
else. :

“ What then in truth,” proceeds this author,
“is the natural goodness, or moral sense, so
much extolled by the English? What distinct
idea can we form of such a sense, or on what
evidence found its existence? If we allow a
moral sense, why. not allow an algebraical or
chemical sense ? Nothing is more absurd than
this theological philosophy of Shaftesbury, and
yet most of the English are as much delighted
with it as the French formerly were with their
music. It is not the same with other nations.
No foreigner can understand the one or hear the
other. It is a film on the eye of the English,
which it is necessary to remove in order that
they may see.

“ According to their philosophy, a man in
a state of indifference, sitting in his elbow chair,
desires the good of others: but in as far as he
is indifferent, man desires and can desire no-
thing.” A state of desire and indifference is
incompatible. These philosophers repeat in
vain that the moral sense is implanted in man,
and makes him at a certain time disposed to
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compassionate the sufferings of his fellows.
This system is in fact nothing more than the
gystem of innate ideas overturned by Locke.
For my part, I can form an idea of my five
senses, and of the organs which constitute them :
but I confess that I have no more idea of a
moral sense than of a moral elephant and castle.
The enthusiasts for ¢ moral beauty ’ are ignorant
of the contempt in which these notions are held
by all those who, either in the character of
statesmen, officers of police, or men of the
world, have an opportunity of knowing what
human nature is.”—Page 15.

In reply to the dogmatical question with
which this passage begins—* What distinct idea
can be given of the moral sense ?”—I answer
for myself, the following very explicit one:
namely, that it is the natural preference of good
to evil, arising from the conception or idea
formed of them in the understanding. Those
who assert a moral sense, affirm that there is a
faculty of some sort or other inseparable from
the nature of a rational and intelligent being,
that enables us to form a conception of good and
evil, or of the feelings of pleasure and pain
generally speaking, which ideas so formed have
a natural tendency to excite certain affections
and actions. :
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- Those, on the other hand, who deny a moral
sense, or any thing equivalent to it, must affirm
either that we can form no idea whatever of the
feelings of others, or of good and evil generally
speaking, or that these ideas have no possible
influence over the mind, except from their con-
nexion with physical impressions, memory, habit,
self-interest, or some other metive, quite dis-
tinct from the ideas themselves. But I have
already shown that without the co-operation of
rational motives, there could be neither habit,
nor self-interest, nor voluntary action of any
kind. The moral is therefore nothing but the
application of the understanding to the feelings or
ideas of good. The question, consequently, whe-
ther there is a moral sense, is reducible to this;
whether the mind can understand or conceive,.
or be affected by any thing beyond its own
physical or mechanical feelings. If it can, then
there is something in man besides his five senses.
and the organs which compose them, for these’
can give him no thought, conception, or sym-
pathy with any thing beyond himself, or even
with himself beyond the present moment. The
actions, and events, and feelings of human life,
the passions and pursuits of men, could no more
go on without the interference of the under-.
standing than without an original principle of
; LS’.“I’;:}H" §
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physical ‘sensibility. Neither the. one nor the
other explains the whole economy of our moral
nature, but that is no reason why both are not
essential and integrant parts of it. The five
senses and the organs which compose them
will not account for the science of morality, let
it be as imperfect as it may, any more than for
the science of algebra or chemistry in the dif-
ferent degrees.in which they are possessed by
different men. The point is not whether reason.
is furnishing us with a perfect and infallible
rule of action, absolute over any other motive
or passion, but whether it is any rule at all,
whether it has any possible influence over our
moral feelings. According to Helvetius, the
moral sense is either a word without meaning,
or it must signify one of our five senses : that is,
impressions not actually affecting one or other
of these are to him absolutely nothing. It is
strange that after this he should propose to take
the film from the eyes of those who ridiculously-
fancy that they have other ideas. It is as if
a blind man should undertake to undeceive those
who can see, with respect to certain chemical
notions, called objects of sight. In confirmation
of his theory, he refers the romantic admirers
of moral beauty to the opinion of certain classes
and professions of men, whose visual ray has
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been purged, and who, it should seem, possess
a sort of second sight into human nature,
namely, ministers of state, officers of police, and
men of business. Either this argument is a
satire on these characters, or on the understand-
ing of his readers. If these respectable, and,
I dare say, very well-meaning persons, are by
the narrowness of their occupations and views,
precluded from any general knowledge of human
nature, or the virtues of the human heart, it
is an uncivil irony to propose them as con-
summate judges of the abstract nature of man.
If, on the other hand, in spite of their em-
ployment, they retain the same notions and
liberality of feeling as other men, there is no
reason to suppose that they would subscribe
to the sentiment of our author, that morality *is
an affair of the five senses:” a proposition which
any minister of state, or police officer, or man
of the world, possessed of the least common
sense, would treat with as much contempt
and incredulity as Shaftesbury or Hutcheson.
Our author’s observation, that the notion of a
moral sense or natural disposition to sympathize
with others, is only the doctrine of innate ideas
in disguise, is another misconception of the na-
ture of the question. The actual feeling of
compassion is not, as he says, innate ; but this no
VOL. II. c
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more proves that the disposition to compassion
or benevolence is not innate, than the fact that
the ideas or feelings of pleasure and pain are
not innate and born with us, proves that phy-
sical sensibility is not an original faculty of the
mind. Moral sensibility, or the capacity of being
affected by the ideas of certain objects, is as
much a part of our nature as physical sensibility,
or the capacity of being affected in a certain
manner by the objects themselves. Helvetius
says, physical sensibility is the only quality
essential to the nature of man: I answer, that
physical sensibility is not the only quality essen-
tial to the nature of man. To show how sense-
less and insignificant is this kind of reasoning,
I will refer back to Helvetius’s concise profession
of his. metaphysical faith, which is that he can
form an idea of the five senses and of the organs
of them, but of nothing else. Now, I may ask,
how he comes by this idea? Which of his senses
or which of the organs of them is it that gives
him an idea of the other four? Has the eye an
action of words, or the ear of colours, or either
of the impressions of taste, smell, or feeling?
Which of them is the common sense ? or if none,
must we not suppose some superintending faculty
to which all the other impressions are subject,
and which alone can give him an idea of his
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own senses or their organs? Another instance
‘of the utter want of logical and consecutive rea-
soning which characterizes the French philoso-
phers, might be given in their singular proof
of the selfishness of the human mind from the
incompatibility of a state of desire and a state
of indifference. The English philosophers are
charged with representing a man in a state of
indifference, “seated in his arm-chair,” as de-
siring the good of others. This arm-chair it
should seem, no less than his state of indiffer-
ence, presents certain insurmountable barriers to
his desires, which they cannot pass so as to effect
him with the slightest concern for any thing be-
yond it. So far as a man is indifferent to every
thing, he cannot it is true desire any thing. All
that follows from this is, that so far as he desires
the good of others he is not in a state of indif-
ference.

That a man cannot desire an object and not
desire it at the same time requires no proof.
But what ought to have been proved, and what
was meant to be so, is that a man in a state of
indifference to the welfare of others on his own
account, cannot desire it for their sake, and this
is what is not proved by the truism mentioned.
The general maxim, that I cannot desire any
object as long as I am indifferent to it, cannot
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be made to show that self-interest is the only
motive that can make me pass from the one state
into the other. By indifference, as used by the
writers here ridiculed, in a popular sense, is evi-
dently meant the want of personal or physical
interest in any object, and to say that this neces-
sarily implies the want of every other kind of
interest in it, of all rational desire of the good
of others, is a meagre assumption of the point
in dispute. It is strange that these pretenders
to philosophy should choose to insult the Eng-
lish writers for daring to wear the plain, homely,
useful, national garb of philesophy, while their
most glossy and most fashionable suits are made
up of the shreds and patches stolen from our
countryman Hobbes, disguised with a few span-
gles, tinselled .lace, and tagged points of their
own. .

Helvetius’s paraphrase of Hobbes’s maxim,
that “pity is only another name for self-love,”
is as follows :

“ What then do I feel in the presence of an
object of compassion? A strong emotion. What
causes this emotion? The recollection of the
sufferings to which man is subject, and to which
I am myself liable. It is this consideration that
disturbs, that torments me, and so long as the
unfortunate sufferer continues in my presence
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I am affected with melancholy sensations. Have -
I relieved him,—do I no longer see him? A
calm is insensibly restored to my breast, because
in proportion to the distance to which he is re-
moved, the remembrance of the evils which his
sight recalled is gradually effaced. When I was
concerned for him, then, I was concerned only
for myself. What are, in fact, the sufferings
which I compassionate the most? They are
those not only which I have felt myself, but
those which I may still feel. Those evils the
more present to my memory impress me mere
strongly. My sympathy with the sufferings of
another is always in exact proportion to my fear
of being exposed to the same sufferings myself.
I would willingly, if it were possible, destroy
the very germ of my own sufferings in him,
and thus be released from the apprehension of
the like evils to myself in time to come. The
love of others is never any thing more in the
human mind than the effect of love to ourselves,
and consequently of our physical sensibility.”—
Vol. ii. page 20.

To this I answer as follows:—What do
I feel in the presence of an object of com-
passion ? A strong emotion. What causes this
emotion ? Not, certainly, the general recollection
of the sufferings to which man in general is
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subject, or to which I myself may be exposed.
It is not this remote and accidental reflection,
which has no particular reference to the object
before me, but a strong sense of the sufferings
of the particular person, excited by his imme-
diate presence, which affects me with com-
passion, and impels me to his relief. The
relief I afford him, or the absence of the object,
lessens my uneasiness, either by the contempla-
tion of the diminution of his sufferings, to which
I have contributed, or by diverting my mind
from the consideration of his sufferings. Neither
the relief afforded, nor the absence of the object
could produce this effect, if the strong emotion
which I experience did not relate to the par-
ticular object. It is the fate of the individual,
and of him only, which I am contemplating,
and my sympathy accordingly rises and falls
with it, or as my attention is more or less fixed
upon it. A total alteration in the situation of
the individual produces a total change in my
feelings with respect to him, which could not
be the case, if my compassion depended wholly
on my sense of my own security, or the general
condition of human nature. In feeling com-
passion for another, therefore, it was not for
myself that I was concerned, but for the sufferer:
my feelings were, in a manner, bound up with
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his, and I forgot for the moment both myself
and others. But do I not compassionate most
those evils which I have felt myself? Yes;
because from my own knowledge of them I have
a more lively sense of what others must suffer
from them: just in the same manmer I dread
those evils most with respect to myself in time
to come. For those evils which I have not expe-
rienced, I feel, for that reason, less sympathy in
respect to others, and less dread with reference
to myself in time to come. Neither do I always
feel for others in proportion as I dread the same
feelings myself. The memory of my past
sufferings cannot excite my disposition to relieve
those of others, and the imaginary apprehension
of my own future sufferings can only tend to
produce voluntary action on the same principle
as my imagination of those of others. I do not
wish to prevent their sufferings as the germ or
cause of mine, but because they are of the same
nature as mine. Benevolence, therefore, is not
the effect of self-love, though it is the effect of
our physical sensibility, combined with our
other faculties. I will in this place insert the
reply of Bishop Butler (a true philosopher) to
the same argument in Hobbes, in a note to one
-of his sermons. ‘

“ If any person can in earnest doubt whether
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there be such a thing as good-will in one man
towards another (for the question is not concern-
ing either the degree or extensiveness of it, but
concerning the affection itself,) let it be ob-
served, that whcther man be thus or otherwise
constituted, what is the inward frame in this par-
ticular is a mere question of fact or natural
history, not proveable immediately by reason.
It is therefore to be judged of and determined
in the same way other facts or historical matters
are; by appealing to the external senses, or in-
ward perceptions, respectively, as the matter
under consideration is cognizable by one or the
other ; by arguing from acknowledged facts and
actions, inquiring whether these do not suppose
and prove the matter in question so far as it is
capable of proof. And, lastly, by the testimony
of mankind. Now that there is some degree
of benevolence amongst men, may be as strongly
and plainly proved in all these ways, as it could
possibly be proved, supposing there was this
affection in our nature. And should any one
think fit to assert, that resentment in the mind
of man was absolutely nothing but reasonable
concern for our own safety, the falsity of this,
and what is the real nature of that passion,
could be shown in no other ways than those in
which it may be shown, that there is such
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a thing in some degree as real good-will in man
towards man.

“ There being manifestly this appearance of
men’s substituting others for themselves, and
being carried out and affected towards them
as towards themselves; some persons, who have
a system which excludes every affection of this
sort, have taken a pleasant method to solve it;
and tell you it is not another you are at all con-
cerned about, but your self only, when you feel
the affection called compassion ; i.e. there is a
plain matter of fact, which men cannot reconcile
with the general account they think fit to give
of things : they therefore, instead of that mani-
fest fact, substitute another, which is reconcil-
able to their own scheme. For does not every
body by compassion mean an affection the
object of which is another in distress? Instead
of this, but designing to have it mistaken for
this, they speak of an affection or passion, the ob-
ject of which is ourselves, or danger to ourselves.
Suppose a person to be in real danger, and
by some means or other to have forgot it; any
trifling accident, any sound might alarm him,
recall the danger to his remembrance, and
renew his fears: but it is almost too grossly
ridiculous (though it is to show an absurdity)
to speak of that sound or accident as an object
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of compassion; and yet, according to Mr Hobbes,
our greatest friend in distress is no more to us,
no more the object of compassion or of any
affection in our heart. Neither the one or the
other raises any emotion in our mind, but only
the thoughts of our liableness to calamity, and
the fear of it: and both equally do this.

“ There are often three distinct perceptions or
inward feelings upen sight of persons in dis-
tress: real sorrow and concern for the misery of
our fellow-creatures ; some degree of satisfaction
from a consciousness of our freedom from that
misery ; and, as the mind passes on from one
thing to another, it is not unnatural from such
an occasion to reflect upon our own liableness to
the same or other calamities. The two last
frequently accompany the first, but it is the first
only which is properly compassion, of which the
distressed are the objects, and which directly
carries us with calmness and thought to'their
assistance. Any one of these, from various and
complicated reasons, may in particular cases
prevail over the other two; and there are, I
suppose, instances where the bare sight of dis-
tress, without our feeling any compassion for it,
may be the occasion of either or both of the two
latter.”

I shall proceed to examine the objection to
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the doctrine of benevolence, on the supposition
that our sympathy when it exists is really a part
of our interest. This objection was long ago
stated by Hobbes, Rochefoucault, and Mande-
ville, and has been adopted and glossed over by
Helvetius. It is pretended, then, that in wish-
ing to relieve the distresses of others we only
desire to remove the uneasiness which pity
creates in our mind ; that all our actions are una-
voidably selfish, as they all arise from the feeling
of pleasure or pain existing in the mind of the
individual, and that whether we intend our own
good or that of others, the immediate grati-
fication connected with the idea of any object
is the sole motive which determines us to the
pursuit of it.

First, this objection does not at all affect the
main question in dispute. For if it is allowed
that the idea of the pleasures or pains of others
excites an immediate interest in the mind, if we
feel sorrow and anxiety for their imaginary dis-
tresses exactly in the same way that we do for
our own, and are fmpelled to action by the
same principle, whether the action has for its
object our own good, or that of others; in a
word, if we sympathise with others as we do
with ourselves, the nature of man as a voluntary
agent must be the same, whether we choose to call
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this principle self-love, or benevolence, or what-
ever refinements we may introduce into our
manner of explaining it. The relation of man
to himself and others as a moral agent is
plainly determined, whether a rational pursuit
of his own future welfare and that of others is
the real or only the ostensible motive of his
actions. Were it not that our feelings are so
strongly attached to names, the rest would
be a question more of speculative curiosity than
practice. All that, commonly speaking, is meant
by the most disinterested benevolence is this
immediate sympathy with the feelings of others,
as by self-love is meant the same kind of attach-
ment to our own future interests. For if by
self-love we understand any thing beyond the
impulse of the present moment, any thing dif-
ferent from inclination, let the object be what it
will, this can no more be a mechanical thing
than the most refined and comprehensive bene-
volence. Self-love, used in the sense which the
above objection implies, must therefore mean
some thing very different from an exclusive
principle of deliberate, calculating selfishness,
rendering us indifferent to every thing but our
own advantage, or from the love of physical
pleasure or aversion to physical pain, which
could produce no interest in any but sensible
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impressions. In a word, it expresses merely
any inclination of the mind be it to what it will,
and does not at all determine or limit the object
of pursuit. Supposing, therefore, that our most
generous feelings and actions were so far equi-
vocal, the object only bearing a show of dis-
interestedness, the secret motive being always
selfish, this would be no reason for rejecting the
common use of the term disinterested benevolence,
which expresses nothing more than an imme-
diate reference of our actions to the good of
others, as self-love expresses a conscious refer--
ence of them to our own good as means to an end.
This is the proper meaning of the terms. If we
denominate our actions not -from the object in
view, but from the inclination of the individual,
there will be an end at once, both of “ selfish-
ness” and “ benevolence.”

But farther, I deny that there is any founda-
tion for the objection itself, or any reason for
resolving the feelings of compassion or our
voluntary motives in general into a principle of
mechanical self-love. That the motive to action
exists in the mind of the person who acts, is what
no one can deny, or I suppose ever meant to
deny. The passion excited and the impression
producing it must necessarily affect the indivi-
dual. There must always be some one to feel
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and act, or there could evidently be no such
thing as feeling or action. If therefore it had
even been implied as a condition in the love of
others, that this love should not be felt by the
person who loves them, this would be to say that
he must love them and not love them at the same
time, which is too palpable an absurdity to be
thought of for a moment. It could never, I say,
be imagined that in order to feel for others, we
must in reality feel nothing, or that benevolence,
to exist at all, must exist no where. This kind
of reasoning is therefore the most arrant trifling,
To call my motives or feelings selfish, because
they are felt by myself, is an abuse of all lan-
~ guage: it might just as well be said that my
idea of the monument is a selfish idea, or an
idea of myself, because it is I who perceive it.
By a selfish feeling must be meant, therefore, a
feeling, not which belongs to myself (for that
all feelings do, as is understood by every
one) but which relates to myself, and in this
sense benevolence is not a selfish feeling. It
is the individual who feels both for himself
and others; but by self-love is meant that he
feels only for himself; for it is presumed that
the word ¥elf has some meaning in it, and it
would have absolutely none at all, if nothing
more were intended by it than any object or im-
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pression existing in the mind. It therefore be-
comes necessary to set limits to the meaning of
the terms. If we except the burlesque interpre-
tation of the word just noticed, self-love can
mean only one of these three things. 1. The
conscious pursuit of our own good as such; 2.
The love of physical pleasure and aversion to
physical pain; 3. The gratification derived from
our sympathy with others. If all our actions
do not proceed from one of these three princi-
ples, they are all resolvable into self-love.

First, then, self-love may properly signify, as
already explained, the love or affection excited
by the idea of our own interest, and the con-
scious pursuit of it as a general, remote, ideal
object. In this sense, that is, considered with
respect to the proposed end of our actions, I
have shown sufficiently that there is no exclusive
principle of self-love in the human mind which
constantly impels us, as a set purpose, to pursue
our own advantage and nothing but that.

Secondly, any being would be strictly a self-
ish agent, all whose impulses were excited by
mere physical pleasure or pain, and who had no
sense or imagination, or anxiety about any thing
but its own bodily feelings. Such a being could
have no idea beyond its actual, momentary ex-
istence, and would be equally incapable of ra-
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tional self-love or benevolence. But it is allowed
on all hands that the wants and desires of the
human mind are not confined within the limits
of his bodily sensations.

Thirdly, it is said that though man is not
merely a physical agent, but is naturally capable
of being influenced by imagination and sym-
pathy, yet that this does not prove him to be
possessed of any degree of disinterestedness or
real good-will to others; since he pursues the
good of others only from its contributing to his
own gratification ; that is, not for their sakes, but
for his own, which is still selfishness. That is,
the indulgence of certain affections necessarily
tends, without our thinking of it, to our own im-
mediate gratification, and the impulse to prolong
a state of pleasurable feeling and put a stop
to whatever gives the mind the least uneasiness,
is the real spring and over-ruling principle of
our actions. If our benevolence and sympathy
with others arose out of and was entirely regu-
lated by this principle of self-gratification, then
these might indeed be with justice regarded as
the ostensible accidental motives of our actions,
as the form or vehicle which served only to
transmit the efficacy of any other hidden prin-
ciple, as the mask and cover of selfishness. But
the supposition itself is the absurdest that can-
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well be conceived. Self-love and sympathy are
inconsistent. The instant we no longer suppose
man to be a physical agent, and allow him to
have ideas of things out of himself and to be
influenced by them, that is, to be endued with
sympathy at all, he must necessarily cease to be
a merely selfish agent. The instant he is sup-
posed to conceive and to be affected by the ideas
of other things, he cannot be wholly governed by
what relates to himself. The terms “selfish”
and “natural agent” are a contradiction. For the
one expression implies that the mind is actuated
solely by the impulse of self-love, and the other
that it is in the power and under the control of
other motives. If our sympathy with others
does not always originate in the pleasure with
which it is accompanied to ourselves, or does not
cease the moment it becomes troublesome to us,
then man is not entirely and necessarily the
creature of self-love. He is under another law
and another necessity, and in spite of himself
is forced out of the direct line of his own in-
terest, both future and present, by other princi-
ples inseparable from his nature as an intelligent
being. Our sympathy therefore is not the ser-
vile, ready tool of our self-love, but this latter
principle is itself subservient to and over-ruled
by the former; that is, an attachment to others
VOL. I, D
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is a réal independent principle of human action.
What I wish to state is this: that the mind
neither constantly aims at nor tends to its own
individual interest. That in benevolence, com-
passion, friendship, &c. the mind does aim at its
good, is what every one must acknowledge. The
only sense then in which our sympathy with
others can be construed into self-love, must be
that the mind is so constituted that without fore-
thought or any reflection in itself, or whem
seeming .most occupied with others, it is still
governed by the same universal feeling of which
it is wholly unconscious; and that we indulge
in compassion, &c. only because and in as far
as it coincides with our own immediate gratifi-.
cation. If it could be shown that the current of.
our desires always runs the same way, either
with or without knowledge, I should confess that.
this would be a strong presumption of what has
been called the falsity of human virtue. But it
is not true that such is the natural disposition of
the mind. It is not so constructed as to receive
no impressions but those which gratify its desire:
of happiness, or to throw off every the least un-
easiness relating to others, like oil from water.
It is not true that the feelings of others have no
natural hold upon the mind but by.their con-
nexion with self-interest. Nothing can be more
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evident than that we do not on any occasion
blindly consult the interest of the moment;
there is no instinctive unerring bias to our own
good, which in the midst of contrary motives
and doubtful appearances, puts aside all other
impulses and guides them but to its own pur-
poses. It is against all experience to say that
in giving way to the feelings of sympathy, any
more than to those of rational self-interest (for
the argument is the same in both cases), I always
yield to that impulse which is accompanied with
most pleasure at the time. It is true that I yield
to the strongest impulse, but not that my strongest
impulse is to pleasure. The idea, for instance,
of the relief I may afford to a person in extreme
distress, is not necessarily accompanied by a
correspondent degree of pleasurable sensation to
counterbalance the painful sensation his imme-
diate distress occasions in my mind. It is cer-
tain that sometimes the one and sometimes the
other may prevail without altering my purpose
in the least. I am led to persevere in it by the
idea of what are the sufferings, and that it is in
my power to alleviate them: though that idea
. is not always the most agreeable contemplation
I could have. Those who voluntarily perform
the most painful duties of friendship or humanity
do not do them from the immediate gratification
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arising therefrom ; it is as easy to turn away
from a beggar as to relieve him; and if the
mind were not actuated by a sense of truth,
and of the real consequences of its actions, we
should uniformly listen to‘the distresses of others
with the same sort of feeling as we go to see
a tragedy, only because we calculate that the
pleasure is greater than the pain. But I appeal
to every one whether this is a true account of
buman nature. There is indeed a false and
bastard kind of feeling commonly called sen-
sibility, which is governed altogether by this
reaction of pity on our own minds, and which
instead of disproving only serves more strongly
to distinguish the true. Upon the theory here
stated the mind is supposed to be imperceptibly
attached to or to fly from every idea or impres-
sion simply as it affects it with pleasure or pain:
all other impulses are carried into effect or re-
main powerless according as they touch this
great spring of human affection, which deter-
mines every other movement and operation of
the mind. Why then do we not reject at first
every tendency to what may give us pain? Why
do we sympathise with the distresses of others
at all?

¢« The jealous God at sight of human ties,
Spreads his light wings and in a moment flies.”
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Why does not our self-love in like manner, if it
is so perfectly indifferent and-unconcerned a
principle as it is represented, immediately dis-
entangle itself from every feeling or idea which
it finds becoming painful to it? It should seem
we are first impelled by self-love to feel un-
easiness at another’s sufferings, in order that the
same principle of tender concern for ourselves
may afterwards impel us to get rid of that un-
easiness by endeavouring to remove the suffering
which is the cause of it. In desiring to relieve
the distress of another, it is pretended that our
only wish is to remove the uneasiness it occasions
us: do we also feel this uneasiness in the first
instance for the same reason, or from regard to
ourselves! It is absurd to say that in com-
passionating others I am only occupied with my
own pain or uneasiness, since this very un-
easiness arises from my compassion. It is to
take the effect for the cause. One half of the
process, namely, our connecting the sense of
pain with the idea of it, has evidently nothing
to do with self-love: nor do I see any more
reason for ascribing the active impulse which
follows to this principle, since it does not tend
to remove the idea of the object as it gives me
pain, or as it actually affects myself, but as it is
supposed to affect another. Self, mere positive
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gelf, is entirely forgotten, both practically and
consciously. The effort of the mind is not to
remove the idea or the immediate feeling of
pain as an abstract impression of the individual,
but as it represents the pain which another feels,
and is connected with the idea of another’s pain.
So long then as this imaginary idea of what
another feels excites my sympathy with him, as
it fixes my attention on his sufferings, however
painful, as it impels me to his relief, and to
employ the necessary means for that purpose,
at the expense of my ease and satisfaction, that
is, so long as I am interested for others, it is
not true that my only concern is for myself, or
that I am governed solely by the principles of
self-interest. Abstract our sympathy as it were
from itself, and resolve it into another principle,
and it will no longer produce the effects which
we constantly see it produce wherever it exists.
Let us suppose, for a moment, that the sensations
of others were embodied by some means: or other
with our own, that we felt for them exactly as
for ourselves, would not this give us a real
sympathy in them, and extend our interests and
identity beyond ourselves? Would the motives
and principles by which we are actuated be the
same as before? But the imagination, though
not in the same degree, produces the same
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effects: it modifies and overrules the impulses of
“self-love, and binds us to the interests of others
as to our own. If the imagination gives us an
artificial interest in the welfare of others, if it
determines my feelings and actions, and if it
even for a moment draws them off from the
pursuit of an abstract principle of self-interest,
then it cannot be maintained that self-love and
benevolence are the same. The motives that
give birth to our social affections are by means of
the understanding as much regulated by the feel-
ings of others as if we had a real communication
and sympathy with them, and are swayed by an
impulse altogether foreign to self-love. If it
should be said, that after all we are as selfish
as we can be, and that the modifications and
restrictions of the principle of self-love are only
a necessary consequence of the nature of a
thinking being, I answer, that this is the very
point I wish to establish; or that it is downright
nonsense to talk of a principle of entire selfish-
ness in connexion with a power of reflection,
that is, with a mind capable of perceiving the
consequences of things beyond itself, and of
- being affected by them.

Should any desperate metaphysician persist
in affirming that my love of others is still the
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love of myself, because the impression exciting
my sympathy must exist in my mind, and so
be a part of myself, I would answer that this
is using words without affixing any distinct
meaning to them. The love or affection excited
by any general idea existing in my mind, can
no more be said to be the love of myself, than
the idea of another person is the idea of myself,
because it is 1 who perceive it. This method
of reasoning, however, will not go a great way
to prove the doctrine of an abstract principle of
self-interest; for, by the same rule, it would
follow that in hating another person I hate
myself. Indeed, upon this principle, the whole
structure of language is a continued absurdity.
It is pretended by a violent assumption, that
benevolence is only a desire to prolong the idea
of another’s pleasure in one’s own mind, because
the idea exists there: malevolence must, there-
fore, be a disposition to prelong the idea of pain
in one’s own mind for the same reason, that
is, to injure oneself, for by this philosophy no
one can have a single idea which does not refer
to, nor any impulse which does not originate in,
self. But the love of others cannot be built
on the love of self, considering this last as the
effect of  physical sensibility ;” and the moment
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we resolve self-love into the rational pursuit .of
& remote object, it has been shown that the same
reasoning applies to both, and that the love of
others has the same. necessary foundation in the
human mind as the love of ourselves.

I have endeavoured to prove that there
is mo real, physical, or esséntial difference
between the motives by which we are naturally
_ impelled to the pursuit of our own welfare
and that of others. The truth of this paradox,
great as it seems, may be brought ta a very
fair' test: mamely, the being able to demon-
strate that the doctrine of self-interest, as it
is commonly understood, is in the nature of
things an absolute impossibility; and, the being
able to account for that hypothesis,—that is, for
the common feeling and motives of men from
habits, and a confused association of ideas aided
by the use of language. If others cannot answer
my reasons, and if I can account for their preju-
dices, I should not be justified in hastily relin-
quishing my opinion, merely on account of
its singularity. It may not be improper briefly
to recapitulate the former argument as far as
it proceeded. I am far from denying that
there is a difference between real or physical
impulses and ideal motives, but I contend
that this distinction is quite beside the present
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purpose. For self-love properly relates to ac-
tion, and all action relates to the future, and
all future objects are ideal, and the interest we
take in all such objects, and the motives to the
pursuit of them are ideal too. The distinction
between self-love and benevolence, therefore, as
separate principles of action, cannot be founded
on the difference between real and imaginary
objects, between physical and rational motives,
inasmuch as the motives and objects of the
one and the other are equally ideal things.
Whether we voluntarily pursue our own good
or that of another, we must inevitably pursue
that which is at a distance from us, something
out of ourselves, abstracted from the being that
acts and wills, and that is incompatible always
with our present sensation or physical existence.
Self-love, therefore, as the actuating principle
of the mind, must imply the efficacy and ope-
ration of the imagination of the remote ideas
of things, as connected with voluntary action,
and the most refined benevolence, the greatest
sacrifices of natural affection, of sincerity, .of
friendship, or humanity, can imply nothing more.
The notion of the necessity of actual objects or im-
pressions ‘as the motives to action could not so
easily have gained ground as an article of philoso-
phical faith, but from a perverse distinction of the
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use of the idea to abstract definitions or exter-
nal forms, having no reference to the feelings
or passions; and again from associating the
word imagination with merely fictitious situa-
tions and events such as mever have a real
existence, and which consequently do not admit
of action. If then self-love, even the most
gross and palpable, can only subsist in a rational
and intellectual nature, not circumscribed within
the narrow limits of animal life, or of the igno-
rant present time, but capable of giving life and
interest to the forms of its own creatures, to the
unreal mockeries of future things, to that sha-
dow of itself which the imagination sends before;
is it not the height of absurdity to stop here,
and poorly and pitifully to suppose that this per-
vading power must bow down and worship this
idol of its own making, and become its blind and
servile drudge, and that it cannot extend its
creatures as widely around it, as it projects them
forward, that it cannot breathe into all other
forms the breath of life, and endow even sym-
pathy with vital warmth, and diffuse the soul
of morality through all the relations and ‘sen-
timents of human life? Take away the real,
physical, mechanical principle of self-interest,
and it will have no basis to rest upon, but that
which it has in common with every principle of
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natural justice or humanity. That there is no
real, physical, or mechanical principle of selfish-
ness in the mind, has been abundantly proved.
All that remains is, to show how the continued
identity of the individual with himself has
given rise to the notion of self-interest, which
after what has been premised will not be a very
difficult task. What I shall attempt to show will
be, that individuality expresses not either abso-
lute unity or real identity, but properly such a
particular relation between a number of things
as produces an immediate or continued con-
nexion between them, and a correspondent
marked separation between them and other
things. Now, in coexisting things, one part may
by means of this communication mutually act
and be acted upon by others, but where the con-
nexion is continued, or in successive identity of
the indvidual, though what follows may depend
intimately on what has gone before, that is,
be acted upon by it, it cannot react upon it;
that is, the identity of the individual with
itself can only relate practically to its con-
nexion with its past, and not with its fature
self:

Every human being is distinguished from
every other human being, both numerically and
characteristically. He must be numerically
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distinct by the supposition, or he would not be
another individual, but the same. There is,
however, no contradiction in supposing two
individuals to possess the same absolute pro-
perties: but then these original properties must
be differently modified afterwards from the neces-
sary difference of their situations, unless we con-
ceive them both to occupy the same relative
gituation in two distinct systems, corresponding
exactly with each other. In fact, every one
is found [to 'differ essentially from every one
else; if not in original qualities, in the circum-
stances and events of their lives, and conse-
quently in their ideas and characters. In think.
ing of a number of individuals, I conceive of
them all as differing in various ways from one
another as well as from myself. They differ in
size, in complexion, in features, in the expres:
sion of their countenances, in age, in occupa-
tion, in manners, in knowledge, in temper, in
power. It is this perception or apprehension of
their real differences that first enables me to dis-
tinguish the several individuals of the species
from each other, and that seems to give rise to
the most obvious idea of individuality, as repre-
senting, first, positive number, and, secondly, the
sum of the differences between one being and
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another, as they really exist, in a greater or less
degree in nature, or as they would appear to
exist to an impartial spectator, or to a perfectly
intelligent mind. But J am not in reality more
different from others than any one individual is
from any other individual, neither do I in fact
suppose myself to differ really from them other-
wise than as they differ from each other. What
is it then that makes the difference seem greater
to me, or that makes me feel a greater change in
passing from my own idea to that of another
person, than in passing from the idea of another
person to that of any one else? Neither my
existing as a separate being, mnor my dif-
fering from others, is of itself sufficient to
account for the idea of self, since I might
equally perceive others to exist and compare
their actual differences without ever having this
idea. .

Farther, individuality is sometimes used to
express not so much the absolute difference or
distinction between one individual and another,
as a relation or comparison of that individual
with itself, whereby we tacitly affirm that it is
in some way or other the same with itself, or
one idea. Now in one sense it is true of all ex-
istencies whatever that they are literally the
same with themselves; that is, they are what
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they are, and not something else, Each thing
i8 itself, is that individual thing, and no other;
and each combination of things is that combina-
tion, and no other, So also each-individual con-
scious being is necessarily the same with him-
self; or in other words, that combination of ideas
which represents any individual person is that
combination of ideas, and not a different one.
This literal and verbal is the only true and ab-
solute identity which can be affirmed of any in-
dividual ; which, it is plain, does not arise from
a comparison of the different parts or successive
impressions composing the general idea one with
another, but each with itself or all of them
taken together with the whole. I cannot help
thinking that some idea of this kind is fre-
quently at the bottom of the perplexity which is
felt by most people who are not metaphysicians
(not to mention those who are), when they are
told that man is not always the same with
himself, their notion of identity being that he
must always be what he is. He is the same with
himself, in as far as he is not another. When
they say that the man is the same being in
general, they do not really mean that he is the
same at twenty that he is at sixty, but their
general idea of him includes both these ex-
tremes, and therefore the same man, that is, the
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same collective idea, is both the one and the
other. This however is but a rude logic. Not
well understanding the process of distinguish-
ing the same individual into different metaphy-
sical. sections, to compare, collate, and set one
against the other (so awkwardly do we at first
apply ourselves to the analytical art), to get rid
of the difficulty the mind produces a double
individual, part real and part imaginary,
or. repeats the same idea twice over; in
which case it is a contradiction to- suppose
that the one does not correspond exactly
with the other in all its parts. There is no other.
abselute identity in the case. All individuals
(or all that we name such) are aggregates, and
aggregates of dissimilar things. Here, then, the
question is not how we distinguish one indivi-
dual from another, or a number of things from
a number of other things, which distinction is a
matter of absolute truth, but how we come to
confound a number of things together, and con-
sider many things as the same, which cannot be
strictly true. This idea must then merely relate
ta such a connexion between a number of things
as determines the mind to consider them as one
whole, each part having a much nearer and
more lasting connexion with the rest than with
any thing else not included in the same collective
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idea. (It is obvious that the want of this close
affinity and intimate connexion between any
number of things is what so far produces a
correspondent distinction and separation between
one individual and another.) The eye is not
the same thing as the ear; it is a contradiction
to call it so. Yet both are parts of the same
body, which contains these and infinite other
distinctions. The reason of this is, that all the
parts of the eye have evidently a distinct nature,
a separate use, a greater mutual dependence on
one another than on those of the ear; at the
same time that there is a considerable connexion
between the eye and the ear, as parts of the
same body and organs of the same mind. Simi-
larity is in general but a subordinate circum-
stance in determining this relation, For the eye
is certainly more like the same organ in another
individual, than the different organs of sight and
hearing are like one another in the same in-
dividual. Yet we do not, in making up the
imaginary individunal, associate our ideas accord.
ing to this' analogy, which would answer no
more purpose than the things themselves would,
so separated and so united; but we think of
them in that order in which they are mechanic-
ally connected together in nature, and in which
alone they can serve to any practical purpose,
VOL. IL E
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However, it seems hardly possible to define the
different degrees or kinds of identity in the same
thing by any general rule. The nature of the
thing will best point out the sense in which it is
to be the same. Individuality may relate either
to absolute unity, to the identity or similarity of
the parts of any thing, or to an extraordinary
degree of connexion between things neither ‘the
same, nor similar. This last sense principally
determines the positive use of the word, at least
with respect to man and other organized beings.

Indeed, the term is hardly ever applied in
common language to other things.

To insist on the first circumstance, namely,
absolute unity, as essential to individuality, would
be to destroy all individuality; for it would lead to
the supposition of as many distinct individuals
as there are thoughts, feelings, actions, and
properties in the same being. Each thought
would be a separate consciousness, each organ a
different system. Each thought is a distinct
thing in nature ; but the individual is composed
of numberless thoughts and various faculties,
and contradictory passions, and mixed habits, all
curiously woven, and blended together in the
same conscious being.

But to proceed to a more particular account of
the origin of the idea of self, whichisthe connexion
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of a being with itself. This can only be known
in the first instance from reflecting on what
passes in our own minds. I should say that
individuality in this sense does not arise either
from the absolute simplicity of the mind, or
from its identity with itself, or from its diversity
from other minds, which are not in the least
necessary to it, but from the peculiar and inti-
mate connexion which subsists between the
several faculties and perceptions of the same
thinking being constituted as man is; so that,
as the subject of his own reflection or conscious-
ness, the same things impressed on any of his
faculties produce a quite different effect upon
him from what they would do, if they were im-
pressed in the same way on any other being.
‘The sense of personality seems then to depend
entirely on the particular consciousness which
the mind has of its own operations, sensations,
or ideas. Self is nothing but the limits of the
mind’s consciousness; as far as that reaches it
extends, and where that can go no further, it
ceases. The mind is one, from the confined
sphere in which it acts; or because it is not all
things. It is nearer and more present to itself
than to other minds. What passes within it,
-what acts upon it immediately from without, of
.this it cannot help being conscious; and this
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consciousness is continued in it afterwards, mote
or less perfectly. All that does not come within
this sphere of personal consciousness, all that
has never come within it, is equally without the
verge of self; for that word relates solely to the
difference of the manner, or the different degrees
of force and certainty with which, from the
imperfect and limited nature of our faculties, cer-
tain things affect us as they act immediately upon
ourselves, and are supposed to act upon others.
Hence it is evident that personality itself cannot
extend to futurity; for the whole of this idea
depends on the peculiar force and directness
with which certain impulses act upon the mind.
It is by comparing the knowledge I have of my
own impressions, ideas, feelings, powers, &ec.
with my knowledge of the same or similar im-
pressions, ideas, &c. in others, and with this still
more imperfect conception that I form of what
passes in their minds when this is supposed to
be entirely different from what passes in my own,
that I acquire the general notion of self. If I
could form no idea of any thing passing in the
minds of others, or if my ideas of their thoughts
and feelings were perfect representations, i. e.
mere conscious repetitions of them, all personal
distinction would be lost either in pure sensation
or in perfect universal sympathy. In the one
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case it would be impossible for me to prefer
myself to others, as I should be the sole object
of my own consciousness ; and in the other case
I must love all others as myself, because I should
then be nothing more than a part of a whole, of
which all others would be equally members with
myself. This distinction, however, subsists as
necessarily and completely between myself and
those who most nearly resemble me, as between
myself and those whose characters and properties
are the veryopposite to mine. Indeed, the distinc-
tion itself becomes marked and intelligible in
proportion as the objects or impressions them-
selves are intrinsically the same, as then it is
impossible to mistake the true principle on
which it is founded, namely, the want of any
direct communication between the feelings of
one being and those of another. This will shew
why the difference between ourselves and others
appears greater to us than that between other
individuals, though it is not really so.
Considering mankind in this two-fold rela-
tion, as they are to themselves, or as they
appear to one another, as the subjects of their
own thoughts, or the thoughts of others, we shall
find the origin of that wide and absolute distine-
tion which the mind feels in comparing itself
with others, to be confined to two faculties, viz.,
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sensation, or rather consciousness, and memory..
To avoid an endless subtilty of distinction, I
have not given here any account of conscious-
ness in general; but the same reasoning will
apply to both. The operation of both these
faculties is of a perfectly exclusive and indi-
vidual nature, and so far as their operation ex-
tends (but no farther) is man a personal, or if you
will, a selfish being. The sensation excited in
me by a piece of red-hot iron striking against
any part of my body is simple, absolute, termi-
nating as it were in itself, not representing any
thing beyond itself, nor capable of being repre-
sented by any other sensation, or communicated
to any other being. The same kind of sen-
sation may be indeed excited in another by the
same means, but this sensation will not imply
any reference to, or consciousness of mine; there
is no communication between my nerves and
another’s brain, by which he can be affected
with my sensations as I am myself. The only
notice or perception which another can have
of this sensation in me, or which I can have of
a similar sensation in another, is by means of
the imagination. I can form an imaginary
idea of that pain as existing out of myself; but
I can only feel it as a sensation when it is
actually impressed on myself. Any impression
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made on another can neither be the cause nor
object of sensation to me. Again, the impres-
sion or idea left in my mind by this sensation,
and afterwards excited either by seeing iron in
the same state, or by any other means, is pro-
perly an idea of memory. This recollection .
necessarily refers to some previous impression
in my own mind, and only exists in conse-
quence of that impression, or of the continued
connexion of the same mind with itself: it can-
not be derived from any impression made on
another. My thoughts have a particular me-
chanical dependence only on my own previous
thoughts or sensations. I do not remember
the feelings of any one but myself. I may,
indeed, remember the objects which must have
caused such and such feelings in others, or the
outward signs of passion which accompanied
them. These, however, are but the recollections
of my own immediate impressions of what I
saw, and I can only form an idea of the feelings
themselves by means of the imagination. But,
though we take away all power of imagination
from the human mind, my own feelings must
leave behind them certain traces, or represen-
tations of themselves retaining the same general
properties, and having the same intimate con-
nexion with the conscious principle. On the



56 ON SELF-LOVE.

other hand, if I wish to anticipate my own
future feelings, whatever these may be, I must
do so by means of the same faculty by which
I conceive of those of others, whether past or
futare. I have no distinct or separate faculty
on which the events and feelings of my future
being are impressed before hand, and which
shows, as in an enchanted mirror, to me, and me
alone, the reversed picture of my future life. It
is absurd to suppose that the feelings which
I am to have hereafter, should excite certain
correspondent impressions of themselves before
they have existed, or act mechanically upon my
. mind by a secret sympathy. The romantic
sympathies of lovers, the exploded dreams of
judicial astrology, the feats of magic, do not
equal the solid, substantial absurdity of this
doctrine of self-interest, which attributes to that
which is not and has not been, a mechanical
operation and a reality in nature. I can only
abstract myself from this present being, and
take an interest in my future being, in the same
sense and manner in which I can go out of
myself entirely, and enter into the minds and
feelings of others. In short, there neither is
nor can be any principle belonging to the indi-
vidual that antecedently identifies his future
events with his present. sensation, or that reflects
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the impression of his future feelings backwards
with the same kind of consciousness that his
past feelings are transmitted forwards through
the channels of memory. The size of the river
as well as its taste depends on the water that
has already fallen into it. I cannot roll back its
course, nor is the stream next the source affected
by the water which falls into it afterwards, yet we
call both the same river. Such is the nature of
personal identity. It is founded on the con-
tinued connexion of cause and effect, and
awaits their gradual progress, and does not con-
gist in a preposterous and wilful unsettling of
the natural order of things. There is an illustra-
tion of this argument, which, however quaint or
singular it may appear, I rather choose to give
than omit any thing which may serve to make my
meaning clear and intelligible. Suppose then a
number of men employed to cast a mound into
the sea. As far as it has gone, the workmen
pass backwards and forwards on it: it stands
firm in its place, and though it advances fur-
ther and further from the shore, it is still
joined to it. A man’s personal identity and
sell-interest have just the same principle and
extent, and can reach no farther than his actual
existence. But if any man of a metaphysical
turn, seeing that the pier was not yet finished,



88 ON SELF-LOVE.

but was to be continued to a certain point, and
in a certain direction, should take it into his
head to insist that what was already built, and
what was to be built were the same pier, that the
one must therefore afford as good footing as the
other, and should accordingly walk over the pier-
head on the solid foundation of his metaphysical
hypothesis—he would act a great deal more
ridiculously, but would not argue a whit more
absurdly than those who found a principle of
absolute self-interest on a man’s future identity
with his present being. But, say you, the com-
parison does not hold in this, that a man can
extend his thoughts (and that very wisely too),
beyond the present moment, whereas in the
other case he cannot move a single step for-
wards. Grant it. This will only show that
the mind has wings as well as feet, which
is a sufficient answer to the selfish hypo-
thesis.

If the foregoing account be true (and for my
part, the only perplexity that crosses my mind
in thinking of it arises from the utter impos-
gibility of conceivipg of the contrary suppo-
gition), it will follow that those faculties which
may be said to constitute self, and the opera-
tions of which convey that idea to the mind,
draw all their materials from the past and pre-
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sent. But all voluntary action, as I have before
largely shown, must relate solely and exclu-
sively to the future. That is, all those impres-
sions or ideas with which selfish, or more
properly speaking, personal feelings must be
naturally connected are just those which
have nothing to do at all with the motives to
action in the pursuit either of our own interest,
or that of others. If indeed it were possible for
the human mind to alter the present or the
past, so as either to recal what was past, or
to give it a still greater reality, to make it exist
over again, and in some more emphatical sense,
then man might, with some pretence of reason,
be supposed naturally incapable of being im-
pelled to the pursuit of any past or present
object but from the mechanical excitement of
personal motives. It might in this case be pre-
tended that the impulses of .imagination and
gympathy . are of too light, unsubstantial, and
remote a creation to .influence our real conduct,
and that nothing is worthy of the concern of
a wise man in which he has not this direct,
unavoidable, and homefelt interest. This is,
however, too .absurd a supposition to be dwelt
on for a moment. The only proper objects of
voluntary action are (by necessity) future
events: these can excite no possible interest in



60 ON SELF-LOVE.

the mind but by the aid of the imagination:
and these make the same direct appeal to that
faculty, whether they relate to ourselves or to
others, as the eye receives with equal direct-
ness the impression of our own external form or
that of others. It will be easy to perceive by
this train of reasoning how, notwithstanding
the contradiction involved in the supposition of
a generally absolute self-interest, the mind
comes to feel a deep and habitual conviction of
the truth of this principle. Finding in itself a
continued consciousness of its past impressions,
it is naturally enough disposed to transfer the
same sort of identity and consciousness to the
whole of its being. The objects of imagination
and of the senses are, as it were, perpetually
playing into one another’s hands, and shifting
characters, so that we lose our reckoning,
and do not think it worth while to mark where
the one ends and the other begins. As our
actual being is constantly passing into our future
being, and carries the internal feeling of con-
sciousness along with it, we seem to be already
identified with our future being in this per-
manent part of our nature, and to feel by
a mutual impulse the same necessary sympathy
with our future selves that we know we shall
have with our past selves. We take the tablets
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of memory, reverse them, and stamp the image
of self on that which as yet possesses nothing
but the name. It is no wonder then that the
imagination, constantly disregarding the pro-
gress of time, when its course is marked out
along the straight unbroken line of individu-
ality, should confound the necessary differences
of things, and convert a distant object into a
present reality. The interest which is hereafter
to be felt by this continued conscious being, this
indefinite unit, called me, seems necessarily to
affect me in every state of my existence,—
¢ thrills in each nerve, and lives along the line.”
In the first place we abstract the successive
modifications of our being, and particular tem-
porary interests, into one simple nature and
general principle of self-interest, and then make
use of this nominal abstraction as an artificial
medium to compel those particular actual in-
terests into the closest affinity and union with
each other, as different lines meeting in the same
centre must have a mutual communication with
each other. On the contrary, as I always re-
main perfectly distinct from others (the interest
which I take in their former or present feelings
being like that which I take in their future feel-
ings, never any thing more than the effect of
imagination and sympathy), the same illusion
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and transposition of ideas cannot take place with
regard to these ; namely, the confounding a phy-
sical impulse with the rational motives to action.
Indeed the uniform nature of my feelings with re-
gard to others (my interest in their welfare having
always the same source and sympathy) seems by
analogy to confirm the supposition of a similar
.gimplicity in my relation to myself, and of a
positive, natural, absolute interest in whatever
belongs to that self, not confined to my actual
existence, but extending over the whole of
my being. Every sensation that I feel, or that
afterwards recurs vividly to my memory
strengthens the sense of self, which increased
strength in the mechanical feeling is indirectly
transferred to the general idea, and to my re-
mote, future, imaginary interest; whereas our
sympathy with the feelings of others being
always imaginary, standing only on its own
basis, having no sensible interest to support it,
no restless mechanical impulse to urge it on, the
ties by which we are bound to others hang loose
upon us: the interest we take in their welfare
seems to be something foreign to our own
bosoms, to be transient, arbitrary, and directly
opposed to that necessary, unalienable interest
we are supposed to have in whatever conduces to
our own well being.
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There is another consideration (and that pro-

- bably the principal one) to be taken into the ac-

count in explaining the origin and growth of
our selfish habits, which is perfectly consistent
with the foregoing theory, and evidently arises
out of it. There is naturally, then, no essential
difference between the motives by which I am
impelled to the pursuit of my own good or that
of others: but though there is not a difference
in kind, there is one in degree. We know
better what our own future feelings will be than
what those of others will be in a like case. We
can apply the materials afforded us by experi-
ence with less difficulty and more in a mass in
making out the picture of our future pleasures
and pains, without frittering them away or
destroying their original sharpnesses: in a word,

* we can imagine them more plainly, and must

therefore be more interested in them. This
facility in passing from the recollection of my
former impressions to the anticipation of my
future ones makes the transition almost imper-
ceptible, and gives to the latter an apparent re-
ality and presentness to the imagination, to a
degree in which the feelings of others can
scarcely ever be brought home to us. It is
chiefly from this greater readiness and certainty
with which we can look forward into our own minds
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than out of us into those of other men, that
that strong and uneasy attachment to self, which
often comes at last to overpower every generous
feeling, takes its rise; not, as I think I have
shown, from any natural and impenetrable hard-
ness of the human heart, or necessary absorption
of all its thoughts and purposes in a blind ex-
clusive feeling of self interest. It confirms this
account, that we constantly are found to feel for
others in proportion as we know from long ac-
quaintance with the turn of their minds, and
events of their lives,  the hair-breadth scapes ”
of their travelling history, or “some disastrous
stroke which their youth suffered,” what the real
nature of their feelings is; and that we have
in general the strongest attachment to our im-
mediate relatives and friends, who from this
intercommunity of thoughts and feelings may
‘more truly be said to be a part of ourselves than
from even the ties of blood.  Moreover, a
man must be employed more usually in pro-
viding for his own wants and his own feelings
than those of others. In like manner he is
employed in providing for the immediate
welfare of his family and connexions much more
than in providing for the welfare of those who
are not bound by any positive ties. And we
accordingly find that the attention, time, and
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pains bestowed on these several objects give him
a proportionable degree of anxiety about, and
attachment to his own interest, and that of those
connected with him; but it would be absurd to
conclude that his affections, are therefore circum-
scribed by a natural necessity within certain im-
passable limits, either in the one case or the other.
It should not be forgotten here that this absurd
opinion has been very commonly referred to the
effects of natural affection as it has been called,
as well as of self-interest: parental and filial
affection being supposed to be originally im-
planted in the mind by the ties of nature, and to
move round the centre of self-interest in an orbit
of their own, within the circle of our families and
friends. This general connexion between -the
habitual pursuit of any object and our interest
in it, will account for the well-known observation,
that the affection of parents to children is the
strongest of all others, frequently overpowering
self-love itself. This fact does not seem easily
reconcilable to the doctrine that the social affec-
tions are all of them ultimately to be deduced
from association, or the reputed connexion of
immediate selfish gratification with the idea of
some other person. If this were strictly the
case we must feel the strongest attachment to
those from whom we had received, instead of
VOL. 1L F
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those to whom we had done, the greatest num-
ber of kindnesses, or where the greatest quan-
tity of actual enjoyment had been associated
with an indifferent idea. Junius has remarked
that friendship is not conciliated by the power
of conferring benefits, but by the equality with
which they are received and may be re-’
turned.

I have hitherto purposely avoided saying any
thing on the subject of our physical appetites
and the manner in which they may be thought
to affect the principle of the foregoing reasonings.
They evidently seem at first sight, to contradict
the general conclusion which I have endeavoured
to establish, as they all of them tend either ex-
clusively or principally to the gratification of the
individual, and at the same time refer to some
future or imaginary object, as the source of this
gratification. The impulse which they give to
the will is mechanical, and yet this impulse,
blind as it is, constantly tends to and coalesces
with the pursuit of some rational end. That is,
here is an end aimed at, the desire and regular
pursuit of a known good, and all this produced
by motives evidently mechanical, and which
never impel the mind but in a selfish direction:
it makes no difference in the question whether
the active impulse proceed directly from the
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desire of positive enjoyment, or a wish to get rid
of some positive uneasiness. I should say then
that, setting aside what is of a purely physical
nature in the case, the influence of appetite over
our volitions may be accounted for consistently
enough with the foregoing hypothesis, from the
natural effects of a particularly irritable state
of bodily feeling, rendering the idea of that
which will heighten and gratify its susceptibility
of pleasurable feeling, or remove some painful
feeling, proportionably vivid, and the object of a
more vehement desire than can be excited by the
same idea, when the body is supposed to be in a
state of indifference, or only ordinary sensibility
to that particular kind of gratification. Thus
the imaginary desire is sharpened by constantly
receiving supplies of pungency, from the irrita-
tion of bodily feeling, and its direction is at the
same time determined according to the bias of
this new impulse ; first, indirectly by having the
attention fixed on our own immediate sensation;
secondly, because that particular gratification,
the desire of which is increased by the pressure
of physical appetite, must be referred primarily
and by way of distinction to the same being, by
whom the want of it is felt, that is, to myself.
As the actual uneasiness which appetite implies
can only be excited by the irritable state of my
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own body, so neither can the desire of the cor-
respondent gratification subsist in that intense
degree, which properly constitutes appetite, ex-
cept when it tends to relieve that very same
uneasiness by which it was excited, as in the
case of hunger. There is in the first place the
strong mechanical action of the nervous and
muscular systems co-operating with the rational
desire of my own belief, and forcing it its own
way. Secondly, this state of uneasiness grows
more and more violent, the longer the relief
which it requires is withheld from it: hunger
takes no denial, it hearkens to no compromise,
is soothed by no flattery, tired out by no delay.
It grows more importunate every moment, its
demands become larger the less they are attended
to. The first impulse which the general love of
personal ease receives from bodily pain will give
it the advantage over my disposition to sympa-
thise with others in the same situation with my-
self, and this difference will be increasing every
moment, till the pain is removed. Thus, if I at
first, either through compassion or by an effort
of the will. am regardless of my own wants, and
wholly bent upon satisfying the more pressing
wants of my companions, yet this effort will at
length become too great, and I shall be incapa-
ble of attending to any thing but the violence of
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my own sensations, or the means of alleviating
them. It would be easy to show from many
things that mere appetite (generally, at least, in
reasonable beings) is but the fragment of a self-
moving machine, but a sort of half organ, a
subordinate instrument even in the accomplish-
ment of its own purposes; that it does little or
nothing without the aid of another faculty to
inform and direct it. Before the impulses of
appetite can be converted into the regular pur-
suit of a given object, they must first be com-
municated to the undefstanding, and modify the
will through that. Consequently, as the desire
of the ultimate gratification of the appetite is
not the same with the appetite itself, that is
mere physical uneasiness, but an indirect result
of its communication to the thinking or imagi-
native principle, the influence of appetite over
the will must depend on the extraordinary de-
gree of force and vividness which it gives to the
idea of a particular object; and we accordingly
find that the same cause which irritates the
desire of selfish gratification, increases our sensi-
bility to the same desires and gratification in
others, where they are consistent with our own,
and where the violence of the physical impulse
does not overpower every other consideration.
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ESSAY XL

ON THE CONDUCT OF LIFE;
OR,
ADVICE TO A SCHOOL-BOY.

My pEar LiTTLE FELLOW,

You are now going to settle at school, and may
consider this as your first entrance into the
world. As my health is so indifferent, and I
may not be with you long, I wish to leave you
some advice (the best I can) for your conduct in
life, both that it may be of use to you, and as
something to remember me by. I may at least
be able to caution you against my own errors, if
nothing else.

As we went along to your new place of desti-
nation, you often repeated that ¢ You durst say
they were a set of stupid, disagreeable people,”
meaning the people at the school. You were to
blame in this. It is a good old rule to hope for
the best. Always, my dear, believe things to
be right, till you find them the contrary; and
even then, instead of irritating yourself against
them, endeavour to put up with them as well as
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you can, if you cannot alter them. You said
“You were sure you should not like the school
where you were going.” This was wrong.
What you meant was that you did not like to
leave home. But you could not tell whether
you should like the school or not, till you had
given it a trial. Otherwise, your saying that
you should not like it was determining that you
would not like it. Never anticipate evils; or,
because you cannot have things exactly as you
wish, make them out worse than they are,
through mere spite and wilfulness.

You seemed at first to take no notice of your
school-fellows, or rather to set yourself against
them, because they were strangers to you. They
knew as little of you as you did of them ; so that
this would have been a reason for their keeping
aloof from you as well, which you would have
felt as a hardship. Learn never to conceive a
prejudice against others, because you know
nothing of them. It is bad reasoning, and
makes enemies of half the world. Do not think
ill of them, till they behave ill to you; and then
strive to avoid the faults which you see in them.
This will disarm their hostility sooner than
pique or resentment or complaint.

I thought you were disposed to criticise the
dress of some of the boys as not so good as your
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own. Never despise any one for any thing that
he cannot help—least of all, for his poverty. I
would wish you to keep up appearances yourself
as a defence against the idle sneers of the world,
but I would not have you value yourself upon
them. I hope you will neither be the dupe nor
victim of vulgar prejudices. Instead of saying
above—* Never despise any one for any thing
that he cannot help”—I might have said,
“Never despise any one at all;” for contempt
implies a triumph over and pleasure in the ill of
another. It means that you are glad and con-
gratulate yourself on their failings or misfor-
tunes. The sense of inferiority in others, with-
out this indirect appeal to our self-love, is a
painful feeling, and not an exulting one.

You complain since, that the boys laugh at
you and do not care about you, and that you are
not treated as you were at home. My dear, that
is one chief reason for your being sent to school,
to inure you betimes to the unavoidable rubs
and uncertain reception you may meet with in
life. You cannot always be with me, and
perhaps it is as well that you cannot. But you
must not expect others to show the same con-
cern about you as I should. You have hitherto
been a spoiled child, and have been used to have
your own way a good deal, both in the house
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and among your play-fellows, with whom you
were too fond of being a leader: but you have
good-nature and good sense, and will get the
better of this in time. You have now got among
other boys who are your equals, or bigger and
stronger than yourself, and who have something
else to attend to besides humouring your whims
and fancies, and you feel this as a repulse or
piece of injustice. But the first lesson to
learn is that there are other people in the world
besides yourself. There are a number of boys
in the school where you are, whose amusements
and pursuits (whatever they may be) are and
ought to be of as much consequence to them as
yours can be to you, and to which therefore you
must give way in your turn. The more airs of
childish self-importance you give yourself, you
will only expose yourself to be the more
thwarted and laughed at. True equality is the
only true morality or true wisdom. Remember
always that you are but one among others, and
you can hardly mistake your place in society.
In your father’s house, you might do as you
pleased : in the world, you will find competitors
at every turn. You are not born a king’s son
to destroy or dictate to millions: you can only
expect to share their fate, or settle your differ-
ences amicably with them. You already find it
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so at school ; and I wish you to be reconciled to
your situation as soon and with as little pain as
you can.

It was my misfortune perhaps to be bred up
among Dissenters, who look with too jaundiced
an eye at others, and set too high a value on
their own peculiar pretensions. From being
proscribed themselves, they learn to proscribe
others; and come in the end to reduce all
integrity of principle and soundness of opinion
within the pale of their own little communion.
Those who were out of it, and did not belong to
the class of Rational Dissenters, 1 was led erro-
neously to look upon as hardly deserving the
name of rational beings. Being thus satisfied
as to the select few who are “the salt of the
earth,” it is easy to persuade ourselves that we
are at the head of them, and to fancy ourselves
of more importance in the scale of true desert
than all the rest of the world put together, who
do not interpret a certain text of Scripture in
the manner that we have been taught to do.
You will (from the difference of education) be
free from this bigoetry, and will, I hope, avoid
every thing akin to the same exclusive and
narrow-minded spirit. Think that the minds
of men are various as their faces—that the
modes and employments of life are numberless
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as they are necessary—that there is more than
one class of merit—that though others may be
wrong in some things, they are not so in all—
and that countless races of men have been born,
have lived and died without ever hearing of
any one of those points in which you take a just
pride and pleasure—and you will not err on the
side of that spiritual pride or intellectual cox-
combry which has been so often the bane of the
studious and learned !

. I observe you have got a way of speaking
of your school-fellows as ‘“that Hoare, that
Harris,” and so on, as if you meant to mark
them out for particular reprobation, or did not
think them good enough for you. It is a bad
habit to speak disrespectfully of others: for it
will lead you to think and feel uncharitably
towards them.. Ill names beget ill blood. Even
where there may be some repeated trifling pro-
vocation, it is better to be courteous, mild, and
forbearing, than captious, impatient, and fret-
ful. The faults of others too often arise out
of our own ill-temper; or though they should
be real, we shall not mend them, by exasperat-
ing ourselves against them. Treat your play-
mates, as Hamlet advises Polonius to treat the
players, “according to your own dignity, rather
than their deserts.” If you fly out at every
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thing in them that you disapprove or think
done on purpose to annoy you, you lie con-
stantly at the mercy of their caprice, rudeness, or
ill-nature. You should be more your own master.

Do not begin to quarrel with the world too
soon: for, bad as it may be, it is the hest we
have to live in—here. If railing would have
made it better, it would have been reformed
long ago: but as this is not to be hoped for at
present, the best way is to slide through it as
contentedly and innocently as we may. The
worst fault it has, is want of charity: and
calling knave and fool at every turn will not
cure this failing. Consider (as a matter of
vanity) that if there were not so many knaves
and fools as we find, the wise and honest
would not be those rare and shining charac-
ters that they are allowed to be; and (as a
matter of philosophy) that if the world be
really incorrigible in this respect, it is a
reflection to make one sad, not angry. We may
laugh or weep at the madness of mankind: we
have no right to vilify them, for our own sakes
or theirs. Misanthropy is not the disgust of the
mind at human nature, but with itself; or it is
laying its own exaggerated vices and foul blots
at the door of others! Do not, however, mis-
. take what I have here said. I would not have
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you, when you grow up, adopt the low and
sordid fashion of palliating existing abuses or of
putting the best face upon the worst things.
I only mean that indiscriminate, unqualified
satire can do little good, and that those who
indulge in the most revolting speculations on
human nature, do not themselves always set the
fairest examples, or strive to prevent its lower
degradation. They seem rather willing to re-
duce it to their theoretical standard. For the
rest, the very outcry that is made (if sincere) |,
shews that things cannot be quite so bad as they
are represented. The abstract hatred and scorn
of vice implies the capacity for virtue: the im-
patience expressed at the most striking instances
of deformity proves the innate idea and love of
beauty in the human mind. The best antidote
I can recommend to you hereafter against the
disheartening effect of such writings as those of
Rochefoucault, Mandeville, and others, will be
to look at the pictures of Raphael and Correggio.
You need not be altogether ashamed, my dear
little boy, of belonging to a species which could
produce such faces as those; nor despair of
doing something worthy of a laudable ambition,
when you see what such hands have wrought!
You will, perhaps, one day have reason to thank
me for this advice.
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As to your studies and school-exercises, 1 wish
you to learn Latin, French, and dancing. I
‘would insist upon the last more particularly,
both because it is more likely to be neglected,
and because it is of the greatest consequence to
your success in life. Every thing almost depends
upon first impressions; and these depend (be-
sides person, which is not in our power) upon
two things, dress and address, which every one
may commands with proper attention. These
are the small coin in the intercourse of life,
which are continually in request; and perhaps
you will find at the year’s end, or towards the
close of life, that the daily insults, coldness, or
contempt, to which you have been exposed by a
neglect of such superficial recommendations, are
hardly atoned for by the few proofs of esteem
or admiration which your integrity or talents
have been able to extort in the course of it.
When we habitually disregard those things which
we know will ensure the favourable opinion of
others, it shews we set that opinion at defiance,
or consider ourselves above it, which no one
ever did with impunity. An inattention to our
own persons implies a disrespect to others, and
may often be traced no less to a want of good-
nature than of good sense. The old maxim—
Desire to please, and you will infallibly please—
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explains the whole matter. If there is a
tendency to vanity and affectation on this side
of the question, there is an equal alloy of pride
and obstinacy on the opposite one. Sloven-
liness may at any time be cured by an effort of
resolution, but a graceful carriage requires an
early habit, and in most cases the aid of the
dancing-master. I would not have you, from
not knowing how to enter a room properly,
stumble at the very threshold in the good graces
of those on whom it is possible the fate of your
future life may depend. Nothing creates a
greater prejudice against any one than awkward-
ness. A person who is confused in manner and
gesture seems to have done something wrong,
or as if he was conscious of no one qualification
to build a confidence in himself upon. On the
other hand, openness, freedom, self-possession,
set others at ease with you by shewing that you
are on good terms with yourself. Grace in
women gains the affections sooner, and secures
them longer, than any thing else—it is an out-
ward and visible sign of an inward harmony of
soul —as the want of it in men, as if the mind
and body equally hitched in difficulties and
were distracted with doubts, is the greatest im-
pediment in the career of gallantry and road to
the female heart.  Another thing I would
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caution you against is not to pore over your
books till you are bent almost double—a habit
you will never be able to get the better of, and
which you will find of serious ill consequence.
A stoop in the shoulders sinks a man in public
and in private estimation. You are at present
straight enough, and you walk with boldness
and spirit. Do nothing to take away the use of
your limbs, or the spring and elasticity of your
muscles. ~ As to all worldly advantages, it is to
the full of as much importance that your
deportment should be erect and manly as your
actions.

You will naturally find out all this and fall
into it, if your attention is drawn out sufficiently
to what is passing around you; and this will be
the case, unless you are absorbed too much in
books and those sedentary studies,

¢ Which waste the marrow, and consume the brain.”

You are, I think, too fond of reading as it is.
As one means of avoiding excess in this way, I
would wish you to make it a rule, never to read
at meal-times, nor in company when there is
any (even the most trivial) conversation going
on, nor ever to let your eagerness to learn
encroach upon your play-hours. Books are but
one inlet of knowledge; and the pores of the
mind, like those of the body, should be left open
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to all impressions. I applied too close to my
studies, soon after I was of your age, and hurt
myself irreparably by it. Whatever may be the
value of learning, health and good spirits are
of more.

I would have you, as I said, make yourself
master of French, because you may find it of
use in the commerce of life; and I would have
you learn Latin, partly because I learnt it my-
self, and I would not have you without any of
the advantages or sources of knmowledge that I
possessed—it would be a bar of separation
between us—and secondly, because there is an
atmosphere round this sort of classical ground,
to which that of actual life is gross and vulgar.
Shut out from this garden of early sweetness,
we may well exclaim—

“ How shall we part and wander down

Into a lower world, to this obscure

And wild? How shall we breathe in other air

Less pure, accustom’d to immortal fruits ?”
I do not think the Classics so indispensable to
the cultivation of your intellect as on another
account, which I have seen explained elsewhere,
and you will have no objection to turn w1th me
to the passage.

“The study of the Classics is less to be re-
garded as an exercise of the intellect, than as
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a discipline of humanily. The peculiar advan-
tage of this mode of education conmsists not so
much in strengthening the understanding, as in
softening and refining the taste. It gives men
liberal views; it accustoms the mind to take an
interest in things foreign to itself; to love virtue
for its own sake; to prefer fame to life, and
glory to riches; and to fix our thoughts on the
remote and permanent, instead of narrow and
fleeting objects. It teaches us to believe that
there is something really great and excellent in
the world, surviving all the shocks of accident
and fluctuations of opinion, and raises us above
that low and servile fear, which bows only to
present power and upstart authority. Rome and
Athens filled a place in the history of mankind,
which can never be occupied again.. They were
two cities set on a hill, which could not be hid ;
all eyes have seen them, and their light shines
like a mighty sea-mark into the abyss of time.

" ¢ 8till green with bays each ancient altar stands,
Above the reach of sacrilegious hands ;
Secure from flames, from envy’s fiercer rage,
Destructive war, and all-involving age.

Hail, bards triumphant, born in happier days,
Immortal heirs of universal praise!

Whose honours with increase of ages grow,
As streams roll down, enlarging as they flow 1”

It is this feeling more than any thing else which
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produces a marked difference between the study
of the ancient and modern languages, and
which, by the weight and importance of the
consequences attached to the former, stamps
every word with a monumental firmness. By
conversing with the mighty dead, we imbibe sen-
timent with knowledge. We become strongly
attached to those who can no longer either hurt
or serve us, except through the influence which
they exert over the mind. We feel the presence
of that power which gives immortality to human
thoughts and actions, and catch the flame of
enthusiasm from all nations and ages.”

Because, however, you have learnt Latin and
Greek, and can speak a different language, do
not fancy yourself of a different order of beings
from those you ordinarily converse with. They
perhaps know and can do more things than you,
though you have learnt a greater variety of
names to express the same thing by. The great
object indeed of these studies is to be “a cure
for a narrow and selfish spirit,” and to carry the
mind out of its petty and local prejudices to
the idea of a more general humanity. Do not
fancy, ‘because you are intimate with Homer
and Virgil, that your neighbours who can never
attain the same posthumous fame are to be
despised, like those impudent valets who live



ON THE CONDUCT OF LIFE. 87

in noble families and look down upon every
one else. Though you are master of Cicero’s
¢ Orations,” think it possible for a cobbler at a
stall to be more eloquent than you. ¢ But
you are a scholar, and he is not.” Well, then,
you have that advantage over him, but it does
not follow that you are .to have every other.
Look at the heads of the celebrated poets and
philosophers of antiquity in the collection at
Wilton, and you will say they answer to their
works: but you will find others in the same
collection whose names have hardly come down
to us, that are equally fine, and cast in the same
classic mould. Do you imagine that all the
thoughts, genius, and capacity of those old and
mighty nations are contained in a few odd
volumes, to be thumbed by school-boys? This
reflection is not meant to lessen your admiration
of the great names to which you will be ac-
customed to look up, but to direct it to that
solid mass of intellect and power, of which
they were the most shining ornaments. 1
would wish you to excel in this sort of learn-
ing and to take a pleasure in it, because it is
the path that has been chosen for you: But do
not suppose that others do not excel equally
in their line of study or exercise of skill, or
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that there is but one mode of excellence in’
art or nature. You have got on vastly be-.
yond the point at which you set out; but others
have been getting on as well as you in the
same or other ways, and have kept pace with
you. What then, you may ask, is the use of
all the pains you have taken, if it gives you
no superiority over mankind in general? It
is this—You have reaped all the benefit of im-
provement and knowledge yourself; and farther,
if you had not moved forwards, you would by
this time have been left behind. Envy no
one, disparage no one, think yourself above
no one. Their demerits will not piece out
your deficiencies; nor is it a waste of time
and labour for you to cultivate your own talents,
because you cannot bespeak a monopoly of all
advantages. You are more learned than many
of your acquaintance who may be more active,
healthy, witty, successful in business or expert
in some elegant or useful art than you; but
you have no reason to complain, if you have
attained the object of your ambition. Or if
you should not be able to compass this from
a want of genius or parts, yet learn, my child,
to be contented with a mediocrity of acquire-
ments. You may still be respectable in your
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conduct, and enjoy a tranquil obscurity, with
more friends and fewer enemies than you might
otherwise have had.

There is one almost certain drawback on a
course of scholastic study, that it unfits men
for active life. The ideal is always at variance
with the practical. The habit of fixing the
attention on the imaginary and abstracted de-
prives the mind equally of energy and forti-
tude. By indulging our imaginations on fictions
and chimeras, where we have it all our own
way and are led on only by the pleasure of
the prospect, we grow fastidious, effeminate,
lapped in idle luxury, impatiént of contradiction,
and unable to sustain the shock of real ad-
versity, when it comes; as by being taken
up with abstract reasoning or remote events in
which we are merely passive spectators, we
have no resources to provide against it, no rea-
diness, or expedients for the occasion, or spirit
to use them, evén if they occur. We must
think again before we determine, and thus the
opportunity for action is lost. While we are
considering the very best possible mode of
gaining an object, we find that it has slipped
through our fingers, or that others have laid
rude, fearless hands upon it. The youthful
tyro reluctantly discovers that the ways of the
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world are not his ways, nor their thoughts
his thoughts. Perhaps the old monastic insti-
tutions were not in this respect unwise, which
carried on to the end of life the secluded habits
and romantic associations with which it began,
and which created a privileged world for the
inhabitants, distinct from the common world
of men and women. You will bring with you
from your books and solitary reveries a wrong
measure of men and things, unless you correct
it by careful experience and mixed observation.
You will raise your standard of character as
much too high at first as from disappointed
expectation it will sink too low afterwards. The
best qualifier of this theoretical mania and of
the dreams of poets and moralists (who both
treat of things as they ought to be and not as
they are) is in one sense to be found in some
of our own popular writers, such as our Novelists
and periodical Essayists. But you had, after
all, better wait and see what things are than
try to anticipate the results. You know more
of a road by having travelled it than by all
the conjectures and descriptions in the world.
You will find the business of life conducted
on a much more varied and individual scale
than you would expect. People will be con-
cerned about a thousand things that you have
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no idea of, and will be utterly indifferent to
what you feel the greatest interest in. You
will find good and evil, folly and discretion more
mingled, and the shades of character running
more into each other than they do in the ethical
charts. No one is equally wise or guarded at
all points, and it is seldom that any one.is
quite a fool. Do mnot be surprised, when you
go out into the world, to find men talk ex-
ceedingly well on different subjects, who do
not derive their information immediately from
books. In the first place, the light of books
is diffused very much abroad in the world in
conversation and at second-hand; and besides,
common sense is not a monopoly, and expe-
rience and observation are sources of informa-
tion open to the man of the world as well
as to the retired student. If you know more
of the outline and principles, he knows more
of the details and “practique part of life.” A
man may discuss the adventures of a campaign
in which he was engaged very agreeably without
having read the Retreat of the Ten Thousand,
or give a singular account of the method of
drying teas in China without being a profound
chemist. It is the vice of scholars to suppose
that there is no knowledge in the world but
that of books. Do you avoid it, I conjure
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you; and thereby save yourself the pain and
mortification that must otherwise ensue from'
finding out your mistake continually !

Gravity is one great ingredient in the con-
duct of life, and perhaps a certain share of it
is hardly to be dispensed with. Few people-
can afford to be quite unaffected. At any
rate, do not put your worst qualities foremost.
Do not seek to distinguish yourself by being
ridiculous ; nor entertain that miserable am-
bition to be the sport and butt of the com-
pany. By aiming at a certain standard of
behaviour or intellect, you will at least show
your taste and value for what is excellent.
There are those who blurt out their good things
with so little heed of what they are about that
no one thinks any thing of them ; as others by
keeping their folly to themselves gain the repu-
tation of wisdom. Do not, however, affect to
speak only in oracles, or to deal in bon-mots :
condescend to the level of the company, and be
free and accessible to all persons. Express what-
ever occurs to you, that cannot offend others or
hurt yourself. Keep some opinions to yourself.
Say what you please of others, but never repeat
what you hear said of them to themselves. If
you have nothing to offer yourself, laugh with
the witty, assent to the wise; they will not think
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the worse of you for it. Listen to information
on subjects you are unacquainted with, instead
of always striving to lead the conversation to
some favourite one of your own. By the last
method you will shine, but will not improve. I
am ashamed myself ever to open my lips on any
question 1 have ever written upon. It is much
more difficult to be able to converse on an
equality with a number of persons in turn, than
to soar above their heads, and excite the stupid
gaze of all companies by bestriding some sense-
less topic of your own and confounding the un-
derstandings of those who are ignorant of it,
Be not too fond of argument. Indeed, by going
much into company (which I do not, however,
wish you to do) you will be weaned from this
practice, if you set out with it. Rather suggest
what remarks may have occurred to you on a
subject than aim at dictating your opinions to
others or at defending yourself at all points.
You will learn more by agreeing in the main
with others and entering into their trains of
thinking, than by contradicting and urging them
to extremities. Avoid singularity of opinion as
well as of every thing else. Sound conclusions
come with practical knowledge, rather than with
speculative refinements: in what we really un-
derstand, we reason but little. Long-winded
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disputes fill up the place of common sense and
candid inquiry. Do not imagine that you will
make people friends by showing your superiority
over them: it is what they will neither admit
nor forgive, unless you have a high and acknow-
ledged reputation beforehand, which renders
this sort of petty vanity more inexcusable. Seek
to gain the good-will of others, rather than to
extort their applause; and to this end, be
neither too tenacious of your own claims, nor
inclined to press too hard on their weaknesses.
Do not affect the society of your inferiors in
rank, nor court that of the great. There can be
no real sympathy in either case. The first will
consider you as a restraint upon them, and the
last as an intruder or upon sufferance. It is not
a desirable distinction to be admitted into com-
pany as & man of talents. You are-a mark for
invidious observation. If you say nothing or
merely behave with common propriety and sim-
plicity, you seem to have no business there. If
you make a studied display of yourself, it is
arrogating a consequence you have no right to.
If you are contented to pass as an indifferent
person, they despise you; if you distinguish
yourself, and show more knowledge, wit, or taste
than they do, they hate you for it. You have
no alternative. 1 would rather be asked out to
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sing than to talk. Every one does not pretend
to a fine voice, but every one fancies he has as
much understanding as another. Indeed, the
secret of this sort of intercourse has been pretty
well found out. Literary men are seldom in-
vited to the tables of the great; they send for
players and musicians, as they keep monkeys
and parrots !

I would not, however, have you run away
with a notion that the rich are knaves or that
lords are fools. They are for what I know as
honest and as wise as other people. Butitisa
trick of our self-love, supposing that another has
the decided advantage of us in one way, to
strike a balance by taking it for granied (as a
moral antithesis) that he must be as much be-
neath us in those qualities on which we plume
ourselves, and which we would appropriate al-
most entirely to our own use. It is hard indeed
if others are raised above us not only by the
gifts of fortune, but of understanding too. It
is not to be credited. People have an unwil-
lingness to admit that the House of Lords can
be equal in talent to the House of Commons.
So in the other sex, if a woman is handsome,
she is an idiot or no better than she should be:
in ours, if a man is worth a million of money,
he is a miser, a fellow that cannot spell his own



96 ON THE CONDUCT OF LIFE.

name, or a poor creature in some way, to bring
him to our level. This is malice, and not truth.
Believe all the good you can of every one. Do
not measure others by yourself. If they have
advantages which you have not, let your libe-
rality keep pace with their good fortune. Envy
no one, and you need envy no one. If you have
but the magnanimity to allow merit wherever
you see it—understanding in a lord or wit in a
cobbler—this temper of mind will stand you
instead of many accomplishments. Think no
man too happy. Raphael died young. Milton
had the misfortune to be blind. If any one is
vain or proud, it is from folly or ignorance.
Those who pique themselves excessively on some
one thing, have but that one thing to pique them-
selves upon, as languages, mechanics, &c. 1 do
not say that this is not an enviable delusion
where it is not liable to be disturbed ; but at
present knowledge is too much diffused and pre-
tensions come too much into collision for this to
be long the case; and it is better not to form
such a prejudice at first than to have it to undo
all the rest of one’s life. If you learn any two
things, though they may put you out of conceit
one with the other, they will effectually cure
you of any conceit you might have of yourself,
by shewing the variety and scope there is in
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the human mind beyond the limits you had set
to it.

" You were convinced the first day that you
could not learn Latin, which now you find easy.
Be taught from this, not to think other obstacles
insurmountable that you may meet with in the
course of your life, though they seem so at first

‘sight.

Attend above all things to your health; or
rather, do nothing wilfully to impair it. Use
exercise, abstinence, and regular hours. Drink
water when you are alone, and wine or very lit-
tle spirits in company. It is the last that are
ruinous by leading to unlimited excess. There
is not the same headlong émpetus in wine. But
one glass of brandy and water makes you want
another, that other makes you want a third, and
80 on, in an increased proportion. Therefore no
one can stop midway who does not possess the
resolution to abstain altogether; for the inclina-
tion is sharpened with its indulgence. Never
gamble. Or if you play for any thing, never
do so for what will give you uneasiness the next
day. Be not precise in these matters: but do
not pass certain limits, which it is difficult to
recover. Do nothing in the irritation of the
moment, but take time to reflect. Because you
have done one foolish thing, do not do another;
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nor throw away your health or reputation or
comfort, to thwart impertinent advice. Avoid
a spirit of contradiction, both in words and
actions. Do not aim at what is beyond your
reach, but at what is within it. Indulge in
calm and pleasing pursuits, rather than violent
excitements; and learn to conquer your own
will, instead of striving to obtain the mastery of
that of others.

With respect to your friends, I would wish
you to choose them neither from caprice nor
accident, and to adhere to them as long as you
can. Do not make a surfeit of friendship,
through over-sanguine enthusiasm, nor expect
it to last for ever. Always speak well of those
with whom you have once been intimate, or
take some part of the censure you bestow on
them to yourself. Never quarrel with tried
friends, or those whom you wish to continue
such. Wounds of this kind are sure to open
again. When once the prejudice is removed
that sheathes defects, familiarity only causes
jealousy and distrust. Do not keep on with a
mockery of friendship after the substance is
gone—but part, while you can part friends.
Bury the carcase of friendship: it is not worth
embalming.

As to the books you will have to read by
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choice or for amusement, the best are the com-
monest. The names of many of them are
already familiar to you. Read them as you
grow up with all the satisfaction in your power,
and make much of them. It is perhaps the
greatest pleasure you will have in life, the one
you will think of longest, and repent of least.
If my life had been more full of calamity than
it has been (much more than I hope yours will
be) I would live it over again, my poor little
boy, to have read the books I did in my youth.

In politics I wish you to be an honest man,
but no brawler. Hate injustice and falsehood
for your own sake. Be neither a martyr, nor a
sycophant. Wish well to the world without
expecting to see it much better than it is; and
do not gratify the enemies of liberty by putting
yourself at their mercy, if it can be avoided
with honour.

If you ever marry, I would wish you to marry
the woman you like. Do not be guided by the
recommendation of friends. Nothing will atone
for or overcome an original distaste. It will
only increase from intimacy; and if you are to
live separate, it is better not to come together.
There ‘is no use in dragging a chain through
life, unless it binds one to the object-we love.
Choose a mistress from among your equals. You
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will be able to understand her character better,
. and she will be more likely to understand yours.
Those in an inferior station to yourself will
doubt your good intentions, and misapprehend
your plainest expressions. All that you swear
is to them a riddle or downright nonsense. You
cannot by possibility translate your thoughts
into their dialect. They will be ignorant of the
meaning of half you say, and laugh at the rest.
As mistresses, they will have no sympathy with
you; and as wives, you can have none with
them. But they will do all they can to thwart
you, and to retrieve themselves in their own
opinion by trick and low cunning. No woman
ever married into a family above herself that
did not try to make all the mischief she could
in it. Be not in haste to marry, nor to engage
your affections, where there is no probability of
areturn. Do not fancy every woman you see
the heroine of a romance, a Sophia Western, a
Clarissa, or a Julia; and yourself the potential
hero of it, Tom Jones, Lovelace, or St Preux.
Avoid this error as you would shrink back from
a precipice. All your fine sentiments and ro-
mantic notions will (of themselves) make no
more impression on one of these delicate
creatures, than on a piece of marble. Their
soft bosoms are steel to your amorous refine-
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ments, if you have no other pretensions. It is
not what you think of them that determines
their choice, but what they think of you. En-
deavour, if you would escape lingering torments
and the gnawing of the worm that dies not, to
find out this, and to abide by the issue. We
trifle with, make sport of, and despise those
who are attached to us, and follow those that fly
from us. “We hunt the wind, we worship a
statue, cry aloud to the desert.” Do you, my
dear boy, stop short in this career, if you find
yourself setting out in it, and make up your
mind to this, that if a woman does not like you
of her own accord, that is, from involuntary im-
pressions, nothing you can say or do or suffer
for her sake will make her, but will set her the
more against you. So the song goes—
¢ Quit, quit for shame; this will not move :
If of herself she will not love,
Nothing will make her, the devil take her!”

Your pain is her triumph ; the more she feels
you in her power, the worse she will treat you:
the more you make it appear you deserve her re-
gard, the more will she resent it as an imputation
on her first judgment. Study first impressions
above all things; for every thing depends on
them, in love especially. Women are armed by
nature and education with a power of resisting
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the importunity of men, and they use this
power according to their discretion. They en-
force it to the utmost rigour of the law against
those whom they do not like, and relax their
extreme severity proportionably in favour of
those that they do like, and who in general care
as little about them. Hence we see so many
desponding lovers and forlorn damsels. Love
in women (at least) is either vanity, or interest,
or fancy. It is a merely selfish feeling. It has
nothing to do (I am sorry to say) with friend-
ship, or esteem, or even pity. I once asked a
girl, the pattern of her sex in shape and mind
and attractions, whether she did not think Mr
Coleridge had done wrong in making the hero-
ine of his beautiful ballad story of Geneviéve
take compassion on her hapless lover—

““ When on the yellow forest-leaves
A dying man he lay—"

And whether she believed that any woman ever
fell in love through a sense of compassion; and
she made answer—* Not if it was against her
inclination!” I would take the lady’s word for
a thousand pound, on this point. Pain holds an-
tipathy to pleasure; pity is not akin to love; a
dying man has more need of a nurse than of a
mistress. There is no forcing liking. It is as
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little to be fosteréd by reason and good-nature,
as it can be controlled by prudence or propriety.
It is a mere blind, headstrong impulse. Least
of all, flatter yourself that talents or virtue will
recommend you to the favour of the sex, in lieu
of exterior advantages. Oh! no. Women care
nothing about poets, or philosophers, or politi-
cians. They go by a man’s looks and manner.
Richardson calls them “an eye-judging sex ;”
and I am sure he knew more about them than I
can pretend to do. If you run away with a
pedantic notion that they care a pin’s-point about
your head or your heart, you will repent it too
late. Some blue-stocking may have her vanity
flattered by your reputation or be edified by the
solution of a metaphysical problem or a critical
remark or a dissertation on the state of the
nation, and fancy that she has a taste for intel-
lect and is an epicure in sentiment. No true
woman ever regarded any thing but her lover’s
person and address. Gravity will here answer
all the same purpose without understanding,
gaiety without wit, folly without good-nature,
and impudence without any other pretension.
The natural and instinctive passion of love is
excited by qualities not peculiar to artists,
authors, and men of letters. It is not the jest
but the laugh that follows, not the sentiment but
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the glance that accompanies it, that tells—in a
word, the sense of actual enjoyment that imparts
itself to others, and excites mutual understand-
ing and inclination. Authors, on the other
hand, feel nothing spontaneously. The common
incidents and circumstances of life with which
others are taken up, make no alteration in them,
nor provoke any of the common expressions of
surprise, joy, admiration, anger, or merriment.
Nothing stirs their blood or accelerates their
juices or tickles their veins. Instead of yield-
ing to the first natural and lively impulses of
things, in which they would find sympathy, they
screw themselves up to some far-fetched view of
the subject in order to be unintelligible. Real-
ities are not good enough for them, till they un-
dergo the process of imagination and reflection.
If you offer them your hand to shake, they will
hardly take it; for this does not amount to a
proposition. If you enter their room suddenly,
they testify neither surprise nor satisfaction : no
new idea is elicited by it. Yet if you suppose
this to be a repulse, you are mistaken. They
will enter into your affairs or combat your ideas
with all the warmth and vehemence imaginable,
as soon as they have a subject started. But
their faculty for thinking must be set in motion,
before you can put any soul into them. They
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are intellectual dram-drinkers; and without
- their necessary stimulus, are torpid, dead, in-
sensible to every thing. They have great life of
mind, but none of body. They do not drift with
the stream of company or of passing occur-
rences, but are straining at some hyperbole or
striking out a bye-path of their own. Follow
them who list. Their minds are a sort of Her-
culaneum, full of old, petrified images ;—are set
in stereotype, and little fitted to the ordinary
occasions of life.

What chance, then, can they have with
women, who deal only in the pantomime of dis-
course, in gesticulation and the flippant bye-
play of the senses, “mnods and winks and
wreathed smiles;” and to whom to offer a re-
mark is an impertinence, or a reason an affront?
The only way in which I ever knew
mental qualities or distinction tell was in the
clerical character; and women do certainly in-
cline to this with some sort of favourable regard.
Whether it is that the sanctity of pretension
piques curiosity, or that the habitual submission
of their understandings to their spiritual guides
subdues the will, a popular preacher generally
has the choice among the élite of his female
flock. According to Mrs Inchbald (see her
- ¢ Simple Story’) there is another reason why
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religious courtship is not without its charms! But
as I do not intend you for the church, do not,
in thinking to study yourself into the good
graces of the fair, study yourself out of them,
millions of miles. Do not place thought as a
barrier between you and love: do not abstract
yourself into the regions of truth, far from the
smile of earthly beauty. Let not the cloud sit
upon your brow: let not the canker sink into
your heart. Look up, laugh loud, talk big,
keep the colour in your.cheek and the fire in
your eye, adorn your person, maintain your
health, your beauty, and your animal spirits,
and you will pass for a fine man. But should
you let your blood stagnate in some deep meta-
physical question, or refine too much in your
ideas of the sex, forgetting yourself in a dream
of exalted perfection, you will want an eye to
cheer you, a hand to guide you, a bosom to
lean on, and will stagger into your grave, old
before your time, unloved and unlovely. If
you feel that you have not the necessary ad-
vantages of person, confidence, and manner, and
that it is up-kill work with you to gain the ear
of beauty, quit the pursuit at once, and seek for
other satisfactions and consolations.

A spider, my dear, the meanest creature that
crawls or lives, has its mate or fellow: but a
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scholar has no mate or fellow. For myself, I
had courted thought, I had felt pain ; and Love
turned away his face from me. 1 have gazed
along the silent air for that smile which had
lured me to my doom. I no more heard those
accents which would have burst upon me, like a
voice from heaven. I loathed the light that
shone on my disgrace. Hours, days, years, passed
away ; and only turned false hope to fixed de-
spair. And as my frail bark sails down the
stream of time, the God of Love stands on
the shore, and as I stretch out my hands to
him in vain, claps his wings, and mocks me as
I pass!

There is but one other point on which I meant
to speak to you, and that is the choice of a pro-
fession. This, probably, had better be left to
time or accident or your own inclination. You
have a very fine ear, but I have somehow a pre-
judice against men-singers, and indeed against
the stage altogether. It is an uncertain and un-
grateful soil. All professions are bad that de-
pend on reputation, which is “as often got with-
out merit as lost without deserving.” Yet I
cannot easily reconcile myself to your being a
slave to business, and I shall hardly be able to
leave you an independence. A situation in a
public office is secure, but laborious and me-
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chanical, and without the two great springs of
life, Hope and Fear. Perhaps, however, it
might ensure you a comipetence, and leave you
leisure for some other favourite amusement or
pursuit. I have said all reputation is hazardous,
hard to win, harder to keep. Many never attain
a glimpse of what they have all their lives been
looking for, and others survive a passing shadow
of it. Yet if I were to name one pursuit rather
than another, I should wish you to be a good
painter, if such a thing could be hoped. I have
failed in this myself, and should wish you to be
able to do what 1 have not—to paint like Claude
or Rembrandt or Guido or Vandyke, if it were
possible.  Artists, I think, who have succeeded
in their chief object, live to be old, and are
agreeable old men. Their minds keep alive to
the last. Cosway’s spirits never flagged till after
ninety, and Nollekins, though nearly blind,
passed all his mornings in giving directions
about some group or bust in his workshop. You
have seen Mr Northcote, that delightful speci-
men of the last age. With what avidity he
takes up his pencil, or lays it down again to talk
of numberless things! His eye has not lost its
lustre, nor “paled its ineffectual fire.” His body
is a shadow : he himself is a pure spirit. There
is a kind of immortality about this sort of ideal
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and visionary existence that dallies with Fate
and baffles the grim monster, Death. If I
thought you could make as clever an artist and
arrive at such an agreeable old age as Mr
Northcote, I should declare at once for your de-
voting yourself to this enchanting profession ;
and in that reliance, should feel less regret at
some of my own disappointments, and little
anxiety on your account !
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-

Tae term Fine Arts may be viewed as em-
bracing all those arts in which the powers of
imitation or invention are exerted, chiefly with
a view to the production of pleasure by the
immediate impression which they make on the
mind. But the phrase has of late been re-
stricted to a narrower and more technical sig-
nification, namely, to painting, sculpture, en-
graving, and architecture, which appeal to the
eye as the medium of pleasure; and, by way
of eminence, to the two first of these arts. In -
the following observations, I shall adopt this
limited sense of the term; and shall endeavour
to develope the principles upon which the great
masters have proceeded, and also to enquire in
a more particular manner, into the state and

® This Essay was a contribution to the new edition of the
¢ Encyclopeedia Britannica,’ from which work it is, by kind
permission, extracted.
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probable advancement of these arts in this
country. The great works of art at present
extant, and which may be regarded as models
of perfection in their several kinds, are the
Greek statues—the pictures of the celebrated
Italian masters—those of the Dutch and Flemish
schools—to which we may add the comic pro-
ductions of our own countryman, Hogarth.
These all stand unrivalled in the history of
art; and they owe their pre-eminence and
perfection to one and the same principle—the
immediate imitation of nature. 'This principle
predominated equally in the classical forms of
the antique, and in the grotesque figures of
Hogarth : the perfection of art in each arose
from the truth and identity of the imitation
with the reality; the difference was in the
subjects—there was none in the mode of imi-
tation. Yet the advocates for the ideal system
of art would persuade their disciples that the
difference between Hogarth and the antique
does not consist in the different forms of nature
which they imitated, but in this, that the one
is like, and the other unlike, nature. This is
an error the most detrimental, perhaps, of all
others, both to the theory and practice of art.
As, however, the prejudice is very strong and

general, and supported by the highest authority,
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it will be necessary to go somewhat elaborately
into the question, in order to produce an im-
pression on the other side.

What has given rise to the common notion
of the ideal, as something quite distinct from
actual nature, is probably the perfection of the
Greek statues. Not seeing among ourselves
anything to correspond in beauty and grandeur,
either with the feature or form of the limbs
in these exquisite remains of antiquity, it was
an obvious, but a superficial conclusion, that
they must have been created from the idea
existing in the artist’s mind, and could not
have been eopied from anything existing in
nature. The contrary, however, is the fact.
The general form both of the face and figure,
which we observe in the old statues, is not
an ideal abstraction, is not a fanciful invention
of the sculptor, but is as completely local and
national (though it happens to be more beau-
tiful) as the figures on a Chinese screen, or a
copper-plate engraving of a negro chieftain in
a book of travels. It will not be denied that
there is a difference of physiognomy as well
as of complexion in different races of men,
The Greek form appears to have been naturally
beautiful, and they had, besides, every advans
tage of climate, of dress, of exercise, and modes
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of life to improve it. The artist had also every
facility afforded him in the study and know-
ledge of the human form; and their religious
and public institutions gave him every encou-
ragement in the prosecution of his art. Alk
these causes contributed to the perfection of
these noble productions; but I should be in-
clined principally to attribute the superior sym-
metry of form common to the Greek statues,
in the first place, to the superior symmetry
of the models in nature, and, in the second,
to the more constant opportunities for studying
them. If we allow, also, for the superior genius
of the people, we shall not be wrong ; but this
superiority consisted in their peculiar suscepti-
bility to the impressions of what is beautifal and
grand in nature. It may be thought an objec-
tion to what has just been said, that the antique
figures of animals, &c. are as fine, and proceed
en the same principles, as their statues of gods
or men. But all that follows from this seems to
be, that their art had been perfected in the
study of the human form, the test and proof of
power and skill ; and was then transferred easily
to the general imitation of all other objects, ac-
cording to their true characters, proportions and
appearances. As a confirmation of these re-
marks, the antique portraits of individuals were
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often superior even to the personification of their
gods. I think that no unprejudiced spectator of
real taste can hesitate for a moment in prefer-
ring the head of the Antinous, for example, to
that of the Apollo. And in general it may be
laid down as a rule, that the most perfect of the
antiques are ‘the most simple,—those which
affect the least action, or violence of passion,—
which repose the most on natural beauty of
form, and a certain expression, of sweetness and
dignity, that is, which remain mest nearly in
that state in which they eould be copied from
nature without straining the limbs or features of
the individual, or racking the invention of the
artist. This tendency of Greek art to repose
has indeed been reproached with insipidity by
those who had not a true feeling of beauty and
sentiment. I, however, prefer these madels of
‘habitual grace or internal grandeur to the vio-
lent distortions of suffering in the Laocoon, or
even to the supercilious air of the Apollo. The
Niobe, more than any other antique head, com-
bines truth and beauty with deep passion. But
here the passion is fixed, intense, habitual ;—it
is not a sudden or violent gesticulation, but a
settled mould of features; the grief it expresses
is such as might almost turn the human counte-
nance itself into.marble !
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In general, then, I would be understood to
maintain, that the beauty and grandeur so much
admired in the Greek statues were not a volun-
tary fiction of the brain of the artist, but existed
substantially in the forms from which they were
copied, and by which the artist was surrounded.
A striking authority in support of these obser-
vations, which has in some measure been lately
discovered, is to be found in the Elgin Marbles,
taken from the Acropolis at Athens, and sup-
posed to be the works of the celebrated Phidias.
The process of fastidious refinement and indefi-
nite abstraction is certainly not visible there.
The figures have all the ease, the simplicity, and
variety, of individual nature. Even the details
of the subordinate parts, the loose hanging folds
in the skin, the veins under the belly or on the
sides of the horses, more or less swelled as the
+ animal is more or less in action, are given with
scrupulous exactness. This is true nature and
true art. In a word these invaluable remains of\
antiquity are precisely like casts taken from life.
The ideal is not the preference of that which
exists only in the mind to that which exists in
nature ; but the preference of that which is fine
in nature to that which is less so. There is
nothing fine in art but what is taken almost im-
mediately, and, as it were, in the mass, from
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what is finer in nature. Where there have been
the finest models in nature, there have been the
finest works of art.

As the Greek statues were copied from Greek
forms, so Raphael’s expressions were taken from
Italian faces, and I have heard it remarked, that
the women in the streets of Rome seem to have
walked out of his pictures in the Vatican.

Sir Joshua Reynolds constantly refers to
Raphael as the highest example in modern times
(at least with one exception) of the grand or
ideal style; and yet he makes the essence of
that style to consist in the embodying of an ab-
stract or general idea, formed in the mind of
the artist by rejecting the peculiarities of indi-
viduals, and retaining only what is common to
the species. Nothing can be more inconsistent
than the style of Raphael with this definition.
In his Cartoons, and in his groupes in the Vati-
can, there is hardly a face or figure which is any
thing more than fine individual nature finely
disposed and copied. The late Mr Barry, who
could not be suspected of prejudice on this side
of the question, speaks thus of them: “In
Raphael’s pictures (at the Vatican) of the Dis-
pute of the Sacrament, and the School of Athens,
one sees all the heads to be entirely copied from
particular characters in nature, nearly proper
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for the persons and situations which he adapts
them to; and he seems to me only to add and
take away what may answer his purpose in little
parts, features, &ec.; conceiving, while he had
the head before him, ideal characters and ex-
pressions, which' he adapts their features and
peculiarities of face to. This attention to the
particulars’ which distinguish all the different
faces, persons, and characters, the one from the
other, gives his pictures quite the verity and
unaffected dignity of nature, which stamp the
distinguishing differences betwixt one man’s face
and body and another’s.”

If anything is wanting to the conclusiveness
of this testimony, it is only to look at the pic-
tures themselves ; particularly the Miracle of the
Conversion, and the Assembly of Saints, which are
little else than a collection of divine portraits,
in natural and expressive attitudes, full of the
loftiest thought and feeling, and as varied as
they are fine. It is this reliance on the power
of nature which has produced these masterpieces
by the Prince of Painters, in which expression
is all in all ; where one spirit—that of truth—
pervades every part, brings down heaven to
earth, mingles Cardinals and Popes with angels
and apostles, and yet blends and harmonizes the
whole by the true touches and intense feeling of
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what is beautiful and grand in nature. It is no
wonder. that Sir Joshua, when he first saw
Raphael's pictures in the Vatican, was at a loss
to discover any great excellence in them, if he
was looking out for his theory of the ideal,—of
neutral character and middle forms.

There is more an appearance of abstract
grandeur of form in Michael Angelo.. He has
followed up, has enforced, and expanded, as it
were, a preconceived idea, till he sometimes
seems to tread on the verge of caricature. His
forms, however, are not middle, but ertreme
forms, massy, gigantic, supernatural. They
convey the idea of the greatest size in the
figure, and in all the parts of the figure. Every
muscle is swollen and turgid. This tendency
to exaggeration would have been avoided if
Michael ‘Angelo had recurred more constantly
to nature, and had proceeded less on a scientific
knowledge of. the structure of the human body ;
for science gives only the positive form of the
different parts, which the imagination may
afterwards magnify as it pleases, but it is nature
alone which combines them with perfect truth
and delicacy, in all the varieties of motion and
expression. It is fortunate that I can refer, in
illustration of my doctrine, to the admirable
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fragment of the Theseus at Lord Elgin’s, which
shows the possibility of uniting the grand and
natural style in the highest degree. The form
of the limbs, as affected by pressure or action,
and the general sway of the body, are preserved
with the most consummate mastery. I should
prefer this statue as a model for forming the
style of the student to the Apollo, which strikes
me as having something of a theatrical appear-
ance; or to the Hercules, in which there is an
ostentatious and overladen display of anatomy.
This last figure, indeed, is so overloaded with
sinews, that it has been suggested as a doubt,
whether, if life could be put into it, it would be
able to move. Grandeur of conception, truth of
nature, and purity of taste, seem to have been
at their height when the masterpieces which
adorned the Temple of Minerva at Athens, of
which we have only these imperfect fragments,
were produced. Compared with these, the
later Greek statues display a more elaborate
workmanship, more of the artifices of style. The
several parts are more uniformly balanced, made
more to tally like modern periods; each muscle
is more equally brought out, and more highly
finished as a part, but not with the same subor-
dination of each part to the whole. If some of
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these wonderful productions have a fault, it is
the want of that entire and naked simplicity
which pervades the whole of the Elgin Marbles.
Having spoken here of the Greek statues, and
of the works of Raphael and Michael Angelo,
as far as relates to the imitation of nature, I
shall attempt to point out, to the best of my
ability, and as concisely as possible, what I
conceive to be their general and characteristic
excellences. The ancients excelled in beauty
of form, Michael Angelo in grandeur of con-
ception, Raphael in expression. In Raphael’s
faces, particularly his women, the expression is
very superior to the form ; in the ancient statues
the form is the principal thing. The interest
which the latter excite is in a manner external ;
it depends on a certain grace and lightness of
appearance, joined with exquisite symmetry and
refined susceptibility to voluptuous emotions ;
but there is in general a want of pathos. In
their looks we do not read the wishings of the
heart; by their beauty they seem raised above
the sufferings of humanity; by their beauty
they are deified. The pathos which they exhibit
is rather that of present and physical distress
than of deep internal sentiment. What has been
remarked of Leonardo da Vinci is also true of
Raphael, that there is an angelic sweetness and
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tenderness in his faces, in which human frailty
and passion are purified by the . sanctity of
religion. The ancient statues are finer objects
for the eye to contemplate; they represent a
more perfect race of physical beings, but we
have little sympathy with them. In Raphael
all our natural sensibilities are heightened and
refined by the sentiments of faith and, hope
pointing mysteriously to the.interests of another
world. The same intensity of passion appears
also to distingnish Raphael from Michagl
Angelp. Michael Angela’s forms are grander,
but they are not so informed with expression.
Raphael’s, however ordinary .in themselves, are
full of expression, “even to o’erflowing;” every
nerve and muscle is impregnated with feeling,
—bursting with meaning. In Michael Angelo,
on the contrary, the powers of body and.mind
appear superior to any events that can happen
to them; the capacity of thought and feeling is
never full, never strained,. or tasked to the
extremity of what it will bear. All is in a lofty
repose and solitary grandeur, which no human
interest can shake or disturb. It has been said
that Michael Angelo painted mar, and Raphael
men; that the one was.an epic, the other a
‘dramatic painter. But the. distinction I have
stated is, perhaps, truer and more intelligible,
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viz. that the one gave greater dignity of form;
and the other greater force and refinement of
expression. Michael Angelo, in fact, borrowed
his style from sculpture. He represented in
general only single figures (with subordinate
accompaniments), and had not to express the
conflicting actions and passions of a multitude
of persons. It is therefore a mere truism to
sdy ‘that his compositions are not dramatic. He
is much more picturesque than Raphael. The
whole figure of his Jeremiak droops and hangs
down like a majestic tree, surcharged with
showers. His drawing of the human form has
the characteristic freedom and boldness of
Titian’s landscapes.

After Michael Angelo and Raphael there is
no doubt that Leonardo da Vinci and Correggio
are the two painters, in modern times, who have
carried historical expression to the highest ideal
perfection; and yet it is equally certain that
their heads are carefully copied from faces and
expressions in nature. Leonardo excelled prin-
cipally in his women and children. There is,
in his female heads, a peculiar charm of expres-
sion, a character of natural sweetness and tender
playfulness, mixed up with the pride of conscious
intellect, and the graceful reserve of personal
dignity. He blends purity with voluptuousness;



126 ON THE FINE ARTS.

and the expression of his women is equally
characteristic of *the mistress or the saint.”
His pictures are worked up to the height of the
idea he had conceived, with an elaborate felicity;
but this idea was evidently first suggested, and
afterwards religiously compared with nature.
This was his. excellence. His fault is that his
style of execution is too mathematical ; that is,
his pencil does not follow the graceful variety
of the details of objects, but substitutes certain
refined gradations, both of form and colour,
producing equal changes in equal distances, with
a mechanical uniformity. Leonardo was a man
of profound learning as well as genius, and
perhaps transferred too much of the formality of
science to his favourite art,

The masterpieces of Correggio have the same
identity with nature, the same stamp of truth.
He has indeed given to his pictures the utmost
softness and refinement of outline and expres-
sion; but this idea, at which he constantly
aimed, is filled up with all the details and
varieties which such heads would have in
nature. So far from any thing like a naked
abstract idea, or middle form, the individuality
of his faces has something peculiar in it, even
approaching the grotesque. He has endeavoured
to impress habitually on the countenance those
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undulating outlines which rapture or tenderness
leave there, and has chosen for this purpose
those forms and proportions which most ob-
viously assisted his design. '

As to the colouring of Correggio, it is nature
itself. Not only is the general tone perfectly
true, but every speck and particle is varied in
colour, in relief, in texture, with a care, a
-~ felicity, and an effect which is almost magical.
His light and shade are equally admirable. No
one else, perhaps, ever gave the same harmony
and roundness to his compositions. So true
are his shadows, equally free from coldness,
opacity, or false glare ;—so clear, so broken, so
airy, and yet so deep, that if you hold your
hand so as to cast a shadow on any part of the
flesh which is in the light, this part, so shaded,
will present exactly the same appearance which
the painter has given to the shadowed part of
the picture. Correggio indeed possessed a
greater variety of excellences in the different
departments of his art than any other painter;
and yet it is remarkable that the impression
which his pictures leave upon the mind of the
common spectator is monotonous and compara-
tively feeble. His style is in some degree
mannered and confined. For instance, he is
without the force, passion, and grandeur of
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Raphael, who, however, possessed his softness
of expression, but of expression only; and in
colour, in light and shade, and other qualities,
was quite inferior to Correggio. We may,
perhaps, solve this apparent contradiction by
saying, that he applied the power of his mind
to a greater variety of objects than others; but
that this power was still of the samie character,
consisting in a certain exquisite sense of the
harmonious, the soft and graceful in form,
colour, and sentiment, but with a deficiency of
strength, and a tendency to effeminacy in all
these.

After the names of Raphael and Correggio,
I shall mention that of Guido, whose female
faces are exceedingly beautiful and’ ideal, but
altogether common-place and vapid compared
with those of Raphael or Correggio ; and they
are so for no other reason but that the general
idea they convey is not enriched and strength-
ened by an intense contemplation of nature.
For the same reason, I can conceive nothing
more unlike the antique than the figures of
Poussin, except as to the preservation of the
costume ; and it is perhaps chiefly owing to the
habit of studying his art at second-hand, or by
means of scientific rules, that the great merits
of that able painter, whose understanding and
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genius are unquestionable, are confined to
his choice of subjects for his pictures, and his
manner of telling the story. His landscapes,
which he probably took from nature, are supe-
rior as paintings to his historical pieces. The
faces of Poussin want natural expression, as his
figures want grace; but the back-grounds of
bis historical compositions can scarcely be sur-
passed. In his Plague of Athens the very
buildings seem stiff with horror. His giants,
seated on the top of their fabled mountains, and
playing on their panpipes are as familiar and
natural as if they were the ordinary inhabitants
of the scene. The finest of his landscapes is his
picture of the Deluge. The sun is just seen,
wan and drooping in his course. The sky is
bowed down with a weight of waters, and
heaven and earth seem mingling together.
Titian is.at the head of the Venetian school ;
he is the first of all colourists. In delicacy
and purity Correggio is equal to him, but his
colouring has not the same warmth and gusto
in it. Titian’s flesh-colour partakes of the
glowing nature of the climate, and of the luxu-
riousness of the manners of his country. He
represents objects not through a merely lucid
medium, but as if tinged with a golden light.
Yet it is wonderful in how low a tone of local
VOL. II. K
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colouring his pictures are painted,—how rigidly
his means are husbanded. His most gorgeous
effects are produced, not less by keeping down
than by heightening his colours; the fineness of
his gradations adds to their variety and force ;
and, with him, truth is the same thing as splen-
dour. Every thing is done by the severity of
his eye, by the patience of his touch. He is
enabled to keep pace with nature by never hur-
rying on before her; and as he forms the
broadest masses out of innumerable varying
parts and minute touches of the pencil, so he
unites and harmonizes the strongest contrasts
by the most imperceptible transitions. Every
distinction is relieved and broken by some
other intermediate distinction, like half-notes
in music; and yet all this accumulation of
endless variety is so managed as-only to pro-
duce the majestic simplicity of nature, so that
to a common eye there is nothing extraordi-
nary in his pictures, any more than in nature
itself. It is, I believe, owing to what has been
here stated, that Titian is, of all painters, at
once the easiest and the most difficult to copy.
He is the most difficult to copy perfectly, for
the artifice of his colouring and execution is
hid in its apparent simplicity; and yet the
knowledge of nature, and the arrangement of
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the forms. and masses in his pictures, are so
masterly, that any copy made from them, even
the rudest outline or sketch, can hardly fail to
have a look of high art. Because he was the
greatest colourist in the world, this, which was
his most prominent, has, for shortness, been
considered as his only excellence; and he has
been said to have been ignorant of drawing.
What he was, generally speaking, deficient in,
was invention or composition, though even this
appears to have been more from habit than want
of power; but his drawing of actual forms,
where they were not to be put into momentary
action, or adapted to a particular expression, was
as fine as possible. His drawing of the forms
of inanimate objects is unrivalled. His trees
have a marked character and physiognomy of
their own, and exhibit an appearance of strength
or flexibility, solidity or lightness, as if they were
endued with conscious power and purposes.
Character was another excellence which Titian
possessed in the highest degree. It is scarcely
speaking too highly of his portraits to say that
they have as much expression, that is, convey
as fine an idea of intellect and feeling as the
historical heads of Raphael. The chief differ-
ence. appears to be that the expression in
Raphael is more imaginary and contemplative,
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and in Titian more personal and constitutional.
The heads of the one seem thinking more of
some event or subject, those of the other to be
thinking more of themselves. In the portraits
of Titian, as might be expected, .the Italian
character always predominates: there is a look
of piercing sagacity, of commanding intellect,
of acute sensibility, which it would be in vain
to seek for in any other portraits. The daring
spirit and irritable passions of the age and
country are distinctly stamped upon their coun-
tenances, and can be as little mistaken as the
costume which they wear. The portraits of
Raphael, though full of profound thought and
feeling, have more of common humanity about
them. Titian’s portraits are the most historical
that ever were painted ; and they are so for this
reason, that they have most consistency of form
and expression. His portraits of Hippolito de
Medici and of a Young Neapolitan Nobleman,
lately in the gallery of the Louvre, are a striking
contrast in this respect. All the lines of the
facein the one, the eye-brows, the nose, thecorners
of the mouth, the contour of the face present the
same sharp angles, the same acute, edgy, con-
tracted, violent expression. The other portrait
has the finest expansion of feature and outline,
and conveys the most exquisite idea of mild
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thoughtful sentiment. The consistency of the-
expression constitutes as great a charm in
Titian’s portraits as the harmony of the colour-
ing. The similarity sometimes objected to his
heads is partly national and partly arises from
the class of persons whom he painted. He
painted only Italians; and in his time it rarely
happened that any but persons of the highest
rank, senators or cardinals, sat for their pic-
tures. The similarity of costume, of the dress,
the beard, &c. also adds to the similarity of
their appearance. It adds, at the same time, to
their picturesque effect; and the alteration in
this respect is one circumstance, among others,
that has been injurious, not to say fatal to
modern art. This observation is not confined to
portrait; for the hired dresses with which our
historical painters clothe their figures sit no
more easily on the imagination of the artist than
they do gracefully on the lay-figures over which
they are thrown.

Giorgioni, Paul Veronese, Tintoret, and the
Bassans are the remaining great names of the
Venetian school. The excellence of all of these
consisted in their bold, masterly, and striking
imitation of nature. Their want of ideal form
and elevated character is indeed a comstant
subject of reproach against them. Giorgioni
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takes the first place among them ; for he was in
some measure the master of Titian; whereas
the others were only his disciples.  The
Caraccis, Domenichino, and the rest of the
Bolognese school formed themselves on a prin-
ciple of combining the excellences of the Roman
and Venetian painters, in which they for a while
succeeded to a considerable degree; but they
degenerated and dwindled away into absolute
insignificance in proportion as they departed
from nature or the great masters who had
copied her, to mould their works on academic
rules and the phantoms of abstract perfection.
Rubens is the prince of the Flemish painters.

Of all the great painters he is perhaps the most
artificial : the man who painted most from his
imagination, and, what was almost the in-
evitable consequence, the most of a mannerist.
He had neither the Greek form to study from,
nor the Roman expression, nor the high cha-
racter, picturesque costume, and sun-burnt hues
which the Venetian painters had immediately
before them. He took, however, what circum-
stance presented to him, a fresher and mo:‘le/
blooming tone of complexion, arising fro
moister air and a colder climate. To this he
added- the congenial splendour of reflected lights
and shadows, cast from rich drapery; and he



ON THE FINE ARTS. 135

made what amends he could for the want of
expression by the richness of his compositions
and the fantastic variety of his allegorical
groups. Both his colouring and his drawing
were, however, ideal exaggerations; but both
bad particular qualities of the highest value.
He has given to his flesh greater transparency
and freshness than any other painter; and this
excellence he had from nature. One of the
finest instances will be found in his Peasant
Family going to Market, in which the figures
have all the bloom of health upon their coun-
tenances ; and the very air of the surrounding
landscape strikes sharp and wholesome on the
sense. Rubens had another excellence: he has
given all that relates to the expression of mo-
tion, in his allegorical figures, in his children,
his animals, even in his trees, to a degree which
no one else has equalled, or indeed approached.
His drawing is often deficient in proportion,
in knowledge, and in elegance, but it is always
picturesque. The drawing of N. Poussin, on
the contrary, which has been much cried up,
is merely learned and anatomical: he has a
knowledge of the structure and measurements
of the human body, but very little feeling of
the grand, or beautiful, or striking in form.

All Rubens’ forms have ease, freedom, and
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excessive elasticity. In the grotesque style of
history, as in groups of satyrs, nymphs, bac-
chanals, and animals, where striking contrasts
of form are combined with every kind of rapid
and irregular movement, he has not a rival.
Witness his Silenus at Blenheim, where the
lines seem drunk and staggering; and his Pro-
cession of Cupids riding on Animals at White-
hall, with that adventurous leader of the in-
fantine crew, who, with a spear is urging a lion,
on which he is mounted, over the edge of the
world; for beyond we only see a precipice
of clouds and sky. Rubens’ power of ex-
pressing motion, perhaps, arose from the facility
of his pencil, and his habitually trusting a
good deal to memory and imagination in his
compositions ; for this quality can be given in
no other way. His portraits are the least valu-
able productions of his pencil. His landscapes
are often delightful, and appear like the work of
fairy hands.

It remains to speak of Vandyke and Rem-
brandt; the one the disciple of Rubens, the
other the entire founder of his own school.
It is not possible for two painters to be more
opposite. The characteristic merits of the for-
mer are very happily summed up in a single
line of a poetical critic, where he speaks of
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“ The soft precision of the clear Vandyke.”

The general object of this analysis of the
works of the great masters has been to show
that their pre-eminence has constantly de-
pended, not on the creation of a fantastic, ab-
stract excellence, existing nowhere but in their
own mind, but in their selecting and embody-
ing some one view of nature, which came
immediately under their habitual observation,
and which their particular genius led them to
study and imitate with success. This is cer-
tainly the case with Vandyke. His portraits,
mostly of English women, in the collection in
the Louvre, have a cool, refreshing air about
them, a look of simplicity and modesty even
in the very tone, which forms a fine contrast
to the voluptuous glow and mellow golden
lustre of Titian’s Italian women. There is a
quality of flesh-colour in Vandyke which is to
be found in no other painter, and which exactly
conveys the idea of the soft, smooth, sliding,
continuous, delicately varied surface of the skin.
The objects in his pictures have the least pos-
gible difference of light and shade, and are
presented to the eye without passing through
any indirect medium. It is this extreme purity
and silvery clearness of tone, together with the
facility and precision of his particular forms,



138 . ON THE FINE ARTS.

and a certain air of fashionable elegance, cha-
racteristic of the age in which he flourished,
that places Vandyke in the first rank of por-
trait- painters.

If ever there was a man of genius in the
art, it was Rembrandt. He might be said to
have created a medium of his own, through
which he saw all objects. He was the grossest
and the least vulgar, that is to say, the least
common-place in his grossness, of all men.
He was the most downright, the least fastidions
of the imitators of nature. He took any object,
he cared not what, how mean soever in form,
colour, and expression; and from the light and
shade - which he threw upon it, it came out
gorgeous from his hands. As Vandyke made
use of the smallest contrasts of light and shade,
and painted as if in the open air, Rembrandt
used the most violent and abrupt contrasts in
this respect, and painted his objects as if in
a dungeon. His pictures may be said to be
“ bright with excessive darkness.” His vision
had acquired a lynx-eyed sharpness from the
artificial obscurity to which he had accustomed
himself.  Mystery and silence hung upon his
pencil.” Yet he could pass rapidly from one
extreme to another, and dip his colours with
equal success in the gloom of night or in the
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blaze of the noon-day sun. In surrounding
different objects with a medium of imagination,
solemn or dazzling, he was a true poet; in
all the rest he was a mere painter, but a painter
of no common stamp. The powers of his hand
were equal to those of his eye; and, indeed,
he eould not have attempted the subjects he
did, without an execution as masterly as his
knowledge was profound. His colours are
sometimes dropped in lumps on the canvass;
at other times they are laid on as smooth as
glass; and he not unfrequently painted with
the handle of his brush. He had an eye for
all objects as far as he had seen them. His
history and landscapes are equally fine in their
way. His landscapes ome could look at for
ever, though there is nothing in them. But
‘“they are of the earth, earthy.” It seems as
if he had dug them out of nature. Everything
is so true, so real, so full of all the feelings and
associations which the eye can suggest to the
other senses, that we immediately take as strong
an affection to them as if they were our home—
the very place where we were brought up. No
length of time could add to the intensity of
the impressions they convey. Rembrandt is
the least classical and the most romantic of all
painters. His Jacob’s Ladder is more like a
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dream than any other picture that ever was
painted. The figure of Jacob himself is thrown
in one corner of the picture like a bundle of
clothes, while the angels hover above the dark-
ness in the shape of airy wings.

It would be needless to prove that the gene-
rality of the Dutch painters copied from actual
objects. They have become almost a bye-word
for carrying this principle into its abuse, by
copying everything they saw, and having no
choice or preference of one thing to another,
unless that they preferred that which was most
obvious and common. I forgive them. They
perhaps did better in faithfully and skilfully
imitating what they had seen, than in imagining
what they had not seen. Their pictures, at
least, show that there is nothing in nature,
however mean or trivial, that has not its beanty,
and some interest belonging to it, if truly repre-
sented. I prefer Vangoyen’s views on the
borders of a canal, the yellow-tufted bank and
passing sail, or Ruysdael’s woods and sparkling
waterfalls, to the most classical or epic compo-
sitions which could have been invented out of
nothing ; and I think that Teniers’s boors, old
women, and children, are very superior to the
little carved ivory Venuses in the pictures of
Vanderneer; just as I think Hogarth’s Mar-
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riage d la Mode is better than his Sigismunda,
or as Mr Wilkie’s Card-Players is better than
his Alfred. 1 should not assuredly prefer a
Dutch Fair by Teniers to a Cartoon by Raphael ;
but I suspect I should prefer a Dutch Fair by
Teniers to a Cartoon by the same master; or,
I should prefer truth and nature in the simplest
dress, to affectation and inanity in the most
pompous disguise. Whatever is genuine in art
must proceed from the impulse of nature and
individual genius.

In the French school there are but two names
of high and established reputation—N. Poussin
and Claude Lorraine. Of the former I have
already spoken; of the latter I shall give my
opinion when I come to speak of our own
Wilson. I ought not to pass over the names of
Murillo and Velasquez, those admirable Spanish
painters. It is difficult to characterize their
peculiar excellences as distinct from those of
the Italian and Dutch schools. They may be
said to hold a middle rank between the painters
of mind and body. They express not so much
thought and sentiment, nor yet the mere ex-
terior, as the life and spirit of the man. Murillo
is probably at the head of that class of painters
who have treated subjects of common life. After
making the colours on the canvass feel and
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think, the next best thing is to make them
breathe and live. But there is in Murillo’s
pictures of this kind a look of real life, a cordial
flow of native animal spirits, which we find no
where else. 1 might here refer particularly to
his picture of the Two Spanish Beggar Boys, in
the collection at Dulwich College, which cannot
easily be forgotten by those who have ever
seen it.

I come now to treat of the progress of art in
Britain.

I shall first speak of Hogarth, both as he is
the first name in the order of time that we have
to boast of, and as he is the greatest comic
painter of any age or country. His pictures
are not imitations of still life, or mere transcripts
of ipcidental scenes or customs; but powerful
moral satires, exposing vice and folly. in their
most ludicrous points of view, and, with a pro-
found insight into the weak sides of character
and manners, in all their tendencies, combina-
tions, and contrasts. There is not a single
picture of his containing a representation of
merely natural or domestic scenery. His object
is not so much “to hold the mirror up to
nature,” as “to show vice her own feature,
scorn her own image.” Folly is there seen at
the height—the moon is at the full—it is the
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very error of the time. There is a perpetual
collision of eccentricities, a tilt and tournament
of absurdities, pampered into all sorts of affecta-
tion, airy, extravagant, and ostentatious! Yet
he is as little a caricaturist as he is a painter of
still life. Criticism has not done him justice,
though public opinion has. His works have
received a sanction which it would be vain to
dispute, in the universal delight and admiration
with which they have been regarded, from their
first appearance to the present moment. If the
quantity of amusement, or of matter for reflec-
tion, which they have afforded, is that by which
we are to judge of precedence among the intel-
lectual benefactors of mankind, there are per-
haps few persons who can put in a stronger
claim to our gratitude than Hogarth. The
wonderful knowledge which he possessed of
human life and manners is only to be surpassed
(if it can be) by the powers of invention with
which he has arranged his materials, and by
the mastery of execution with which he has
embodied and made tangible the very thoughts
and passing movements of the mind. Some
persons object to the style of Hogarth’s pictures,
or to the class to which they belong. First,
Hogarth belongs to no class, or, if he belongs to
amy, it is to the same class as Fielding, Smollett,
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Vanbrugh, and Moliére. Besides, the merit of
his pictures does not depend on the nature of
his subjects, but on the knowledge displayed of
them, in the number of ideas, in the fund of
observation and amusement contained in them.
Make what deductions you please for the vul-
garity of the subjects—yet in the research, the
profundity, the absolute truth and precision of
the delineation of character,—in the invention
of incident, in wit and humour, in life and
motion, in everlasting variety and originality,
—they never have been, and probably never will
be, surpassed. They stimulate the faculties as
well as amuse them. ¢ Other pictures we see,
Hogarth’s we read !I”*

There is one error which has been frequently
entertained on this subject, and which I wish
to correct, namely, that Hogarth’s genius was
confined to the imitation of the coarse humours
and broad farce of the lowest life. But he
excelled quite as much in exhibiting the vices,
the folly, and frivolity of the fashionable
manners of his time. His fine ladies do not
yield the palm of ridicule to his waiting-maids,
and his lords and his porters are on a very
respectable footing of equality. He is quite

* See an admirable ¢ Essay on the Genius of Hogarth,” by
Charles Lamb.




ON THE FINE ARTS. 145

at home either in St Giles’s or St James’s.
There is no want, for example, in his Marriage
a la Mode, or his Taste in High Life, of affecta-
tion verging into idiotcy, or of languid sensibility
that might
‘ Die of a rose in aromatic pain.”

Many of Hogarth’s characters would form ad-
mirable illustrations of Pope’s ¢Satires,” who
was contemporary with him. In short, Hogarth
was a painter of real, not of low life. He was,
as we have suid, a satirist, and consequently his
pencil did not dwell on the grand and beautiful,
- but it glanced with equal success at the ab-
surdities and peculiarities of high or low hfe,
“of the great vulgar and the small.”

To this it must be added, that he was as
great a master of passion as of humour. He
succeeded in low tragedy as much as in low or
genteel comedy, and had an absolute power in
moving the affections and rending the hearts of
the spectators, by depicting the effects of the
most dreadful calamities of human life on
common minds and common countenances. Of
this the Rake’s Progress, particularly the Bed-
lam Scene, and many others are unanswerable
proofs. Hogarth’s merits as a mere artist are
not confined to his prints. In general, indeed,
this is the case. But when he chose to take

VOL. II L
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pains, he could add the delicacies of execution
and colouring in the highest degree to those of
character and composition ; as is evident in his
series of pictures, all equally well painted, of
the Marriage a la Mode.

I shall next speak of Wilson, whose land-
scapes may be divided into three classes,—his
Italian landscapes, or imitations of the manner
of Claude,—his copies of English scenery,—and
his historical compositions. The first of these are,
in my opinion, by much the best; and I appeal,
in support of this epinion, to the Apollo and the
Seasons, and to the Phaeton. The figures are of
course out of the question (these being as un-
couth and slovenly as Claude’s are insipid and
finical) ; but the landscape in both pictures is
delightful. In looking at them we breathe the
air which the scene inspires, and feel the genius
of the place present to us. In the first, there is
the cool freshness of a migty spring morning ;
the sky, the water, the dim horizon, all convey
the same feeling. The fine gray tone and vary-
ing outline of the hills; the graceful form of the
retiring lake, broken still mere by the hazy
shadows of the objects that repose on its bosom ;
the light trees that expand .their branches in
the air, and the dark stone figure and moulder-
ing temple, that contrast strongly with the
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broad clear light of the rising day,—give a
charm, a truth, a force, -and harmony to this
composition, which produce the greater plea-
sure the longer it'is dwelt on. - The distribu-
tion of light and shade resembles the effect of
light on a globe. The .Phacton has the daz-
zling fervid appearance of an autumnal even-
ing; the -golden radiance streams in solid
masses from behind the flickering clouds; every
object is baked in the sun; the brown fore-
ground, the thick foliage of the trees, the
streams, shrunk and stealing along behind the
dark high banks,—combime to produce that rich-
ness and characteristic unity of effect which is to
be found only in nature, or in art derived from
the study and imitation ‘of nature. These two
pictures, as they have the greatest general effect,
are also more carefully finished' than any other
pictures I have seen -of his. -

In general, Wilson’s views of English scenery
want almost. every thing that ought to recom-
mend them.” The subjects he has chosen are not
well fitted for the landscape painter, and there is
nothing in the execution to redeem them. Ill-
shaped mountains, or great heaps of earth,—trees
that grow against them without character or ele-
gance,~—motionless waterfalls,—a want of relief,
of transparency and distance, without.the impos.
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ing grandeur of real magnitude (which it is
scarcely within the province of art to give),—are
the chief features and defects of this class of his
pictures. In more confined scenes the effect
must depend almost entirely in the differences
in the execution and the details; for the differ-
ence of colour alone is not sufficient to give relief
to objects placed at a small distance from the
eye. But in Wilson there are commonly no
details,—all is loose and general ; and this very
circumstance, which might assist him in giving
the massy contrasts of light and shade, deprived
his pencil of all force and precision within a
limited space. In general, air is necessary to
the landscape-painter ; and, for this reason, the
lakes of Cumberland and Westmoreland afford
few subjects for landscape painting. However
stupendous the scenery of that part of the coun-
try is, and however powerful and lasting the
impresgion which it must always make on the
imagination, yet the . effect is not produced
merely through the medium of the eye, but
arises chiefly from collateral and associated
feelings. There is the knowledge of the phy-
sical magnitude of the objects in the midst of
which we are placed,—the slow, improgressive
motion which we make in traversing them ;—
there is the abrupt precipice, the torrent’s roar,
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the boundless expanse of the prospect from the
highest mountains, — the difficulty of their
ascent, their loneliness and silence; in shorts
there is a constant sense and superstitious awe
of the collective power of matter, on which,
from the beginning of time, the hand of man
has made no impression, and which, by the lofty
reflexions they excite in us, give a sort of intel-
lectual sublimity even-to our sense of physical
weakness. But there is little in all these cir-
cumstances that can be translated into the pictu-
resque, which makes its appeal immediately to
the eye.

Wilson’s historical landscapes, his Niobe, Ce-
ladon and Amelia, &c. &c. do not, in my esti-
mation, display either taste or fine imagination,
but are affected and violent exaggerations of
clumsy common nature. They are made up
mechanically of the same stock of materials,
an overhanging rock, bare shattered trees, black
rolling clouds, and forked lightning. The
figures in the most celebrated of these are not,
like the children of Niobe, punished by the
gods, but like a group of rustics crouching
from a hail storm. I agree with Sir Joshua
Reynolds, that Wilson’s mind was not, like
N. Poussin’s, sufficiently imbued with the know-
ledge of antiquity to transport the imagination
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three thousand ‘years back, to give natural ob-
jects a sympathy with preternatural events, and
to inform rocks, and trees, and mountains with
the presence of a God. To sum: up this general
character, I may observe, that besides his ex-
cellence in aerial perspective, Wilson had great
truth, harmony, and depth of local colouring.
He had a fine feeling of the proportions and
conduet of light and shade, and also an eye
for graceful form, as far as regards the bold
and varying ‘outlines of indefinite objects, as
may be seen in his foregrounds, &c. where
the artist is not tied down to an imitation of
characteristic and articulate forms. In his
figures, trees, cattle, and in every thing. having
a determinate and regular form, his pencil was
not only deficient in accuracy of outline, but
even in perspective and actual relief. His trees,
in particular, seem pasted on the canvass, like
botanical specimens. In fine, I cannot sub-
scribe to the opinion of those who assert that
Wilson was superior to Claude as a man of
genius; nor can I discern any other grounds
for this opinion than what would lead to the gene-
ral conclusion, that the more slovenly the work
the finer the picture, and that that which is im-
perfect is superior to that which is perfect.
It might be said on the same principle, that
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the coarsest sign-painting is better than the
reflection of a landscape in a mirror. The
objection that is sometimes made to the mere
imitation of nature cannot be made to the land-
scapes of Claude, for in them the graces them-
selves have, with their own hands, assisted in
selecting and disposing every object. Is the
general effect in his pictures injured by the
details? Is the truth inconsistent wjith the
beauty of the imitation? Does the perpetual
profusion of objects and scenery, all perfect in
themselves, interfere with the simple grandeur
and comprehensive magnificence of the whole ?
Does the precision with which a plant is marked
in the foreground take away from the air-drawn
distinctions of the blue glimmering horizon ?
Is there any want of that endless airy space,
where the eye wanders et liberty under the
open sky, explores distant objects, and returns
back as from a delightful journey? There is
no comparison between Claude and Wilson.
Sir Joshua Reynolds used to say that there
would be another Raphael before there would
be another Claude. His landscapes have all
that is exquisite and refined in art and nature.
Every thing is moulded into grace and har-
_ mony; and, at the touch of his pencil, shep-
herds with their flocks, temples, and groves,
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and winding glades and scattered hamlets, rise
up in never-ending succession, under the azure
sky and the resplendent sun, while

¢ Universal Pan,

Knit with the graces, and the hours in dance,
Leads on the eternal spring.”

Michael Angelo has left, in one of his sonnets,
a fine apostrophe to the earliest poet of Italy :

“ i"‘ain would I, to be what our Dante was,
Forego the happiest fortunes of mankind.”

What landscape-painter does not feel this of
Claude 7*

I have heard an anecdote connected with
the reputation of Gainsborough’s pictures, which
rests on pretty good authority. Sir Joshua
Reynolds, at one of the Academy dinners,
speaking of Gainsborough, said to a friend,
« He is undoubtedly the best English landscape-
painter.” “ No,” said Wilson, who overheard
the conversation, “ he is not the best landscape-
painter, but he is the best portrait-painter in
England.” They were both wrong; but the

* This painter’s book of studies from nature, commonly
called ¢Liber Veritatis,’ disproves the truth of the general
opinion, that his landscapes are mere artificial compositions,
for the finished pictures are nearly fac-similes of the original
sketches,
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story is creditable to the versatility of Gains-
borough’s talents. Those of his portraits which
we have seen are not in the first rank. They
are, in a good measure, imitations of Vandyke,
and have more an air of gentility than of
nature. His landscapes are of two classes, or
periods, his early and his later pictures. The
former are minute imitations of nature, or of
painters who imitated nature, such as Ruysdael,
&c. some of which have great truth and clear-
ness. His later pictures are flimsy caricatures

of Rubens, who himself carried inattention to _

the details to the utmost limit that it would
bear. Many of Gainsborough’s later landscapes
may be compared to bad water-colour drawings,
washed in by mechanical movements of the
hand, without any communication with the eye.
The truth seems to be, that Gainsborough found
there was something wanting in his early man-
ner, that is, something beyond the literal imita-
tions of the details of natural objects; and he
appears to have concluded rather hastily, that
the way to arrive at that something more, was
to discard truth and nature altogether. His
fame rests principally, at present, on his fancy
pieces, cottage children, shepherd boys, &e.
These have often great truth, great sweetness,
and the subjects are generally chosen with great
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felicity. We too often find, however, in his
happiest efforts, a consciousness in the turn of
the limbs, and a pensive languor in the ex-
pression, which is not taken from. nature. I
think the gloss of art is never so ill bestowed, as
on such. subjects, the essence of which is sim-
plicity. It is, perhaps, the gemeral fault of
Gainsborough, that he presents us with an ideal
common life, of which .we have had a surfeit
in poetry.and romance. His subjects are soft-
ened and sentimentalized too. much; it is not
simple unaffected nature that we see, but nature
sitting for her picture. Our artist, we suspect,
led the way to that masquerade style which
piques. itself on giving the air of an Adonis to
the driver of a hay-cart, and models the features
of a milk-maid on the principles of the antique.
His Woodman's Head is admirable. Nor can too
much praise be given to his Shepherd Boy in a
Storm, in which the unconscious simplicity of the
boy’s expression, looking up with his hands folded
and with timid wonder ;—the noisy chattering of
a magpie perched above,—and the rustling of the
coming storm in the branches of the trees,—pro-
duce a most delightful and romantic impression
on the mind. Gainsborough was to be con-
sidered, perhaps, rather as a man of delicate
taste, and of an elegant and feeling mind, than
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as a man of genius; as a lover of the art rather
than an artist. He devoted himself to it, with
a view to amuse and soothe his mind, . with the
ease of a gentleman, not with the severity of
a professional student. He wished to make
his pictures, like himself, amiable; but a too
constant desire to please almost unavoidably
. leads to affectation and effeminacy. He wanted
that. vigour of intellect which perceives the
beauty of truth: and thought that painting
was to be gained, like other mistresses, by
flattery and smiles. It was an error which
we are disposed to forgive in one, around whose
memory, both as an artist and & man, many
fond recollections, many vain regrets, must
always linger.*

The authority of Sir Joshua Reynolds both
from his example and instructions, has had, and
still continues to have a considerable influence
on the state of art in this country. That influ-
ence has been on the whole, unquestionably
beneficial in itself, as well as highly creditable
to the rare talents and elegant mind of Sir
Joshua; for it has raised the art of painting

* The idea of the necessity of improving upon nature,
and giving what was called a flattering likeness, was uni-
versal in this country fifty years ago, so that Gainsborough
is not to be so much blamed for tampering with his subjects.
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from the lowest state of degradation,—of dry,
meagre, lifeless inanity,—to something at least
respectable, and bearing an affinity to the rough
strength and bold spirit of the national charac-
ter. Whether the same implicit deference to
his authority, which has helped to advance the
art thus far, may not, among other causes, limit
and retard its future progress,—whether there
are not certain original errors, both in his princi-
ples and practice, which, the farther they are
proceeded in, the farther they will lead us from
the truth, —whether there is not a systematic
bias from the right line, by which alone we can
arrive at the goal of the highest perfection, are
questions well worth considering.

I shall begin with Sir Joshua’s merits as an
artist. There is one error which I wish to cor-
rect at setting out, because I think it important.
There is not a greater or more unaccountable
mistake than the supposition that Sir Joshua
Reynolds owed his success or excellence in his
profession to his having been the first who in-
troduced into this country more general princi-
ples of the art, and who raised portrait to the
dignity of history, from the low drudgery of
copying the peculiarities, meannesses, and de-
tails of individual nature, which was all that
had been attempted by his immediate predeces~
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sors. This is so far from being true, that the
very reverse is the fact. If Sir Joshua did not
give these details and peculiarities so much as
might be wished, those who went before him
did not give them at all. Those pretended
general principles of the art, which, it is said,
‘“alone give value and dignity to it,” had been
pushed to their extremest absurdity before his
time ; and it was-in getting rid of the mechan-
ical systematic monotony and middle forms, by
the help of which Lely, Kneller, Hudson, the
French painters, and others, carried on their
manufactories of history and face-painting, and
in returning (as far as he did return) to the
truth and force of individual nature, that the
secret both of his fame and fortune lay. The
pedantic servile race of artists whom Reynolds
superseded, had carried the abstract principle of
improving on nature to such a degree of refine-
ment, that they left it out altogether, and con-
founded all the varieties and irregularities of
form, feature, character, expression, or attitude,
in the same artificial mould of fancied grace
and fashionable insipidity. The portraits of
Kneller, for example, seem all to have been
turned in a machine ; the eye-brows are arched
as if by a compass, the mouth curled, and the
chin dimpled ; the head turned on one side, and
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the hands placed in the same affected position.
The portraits of this mannerist, therefore, are as
like one another as'the dresses which were then
in fashion, and have the same ¢ dignity and
value” as the full bottomed wigs which graced
their originals.. The superiority .of Reynolds
consisted. in his being varied and natural, instead
of being' artificial and uniform. . The spirit,
grace, or dignity which he added to his por-
traits, he borrowed.from nature, and not from
the ambiguous quackery of rules. His feeling
of truth and nature was too streng to permit
him to adopt the unmeaning style of Kneller
and Hudson; but his logical acuteness was not
such as to enable him to detect the verbal falla-
cies and speculative absurdities which he had
learned from Richardson and Coypel; and, from
some defects in his own practice, he was led to
confound negligence with grandeur. But of
this hereafter.

Sir Joshua Reynolds owed his great superi-
ority over his contemporaries to incessant prac-
tice and "habitual attention to nature, to quick
organic sensibility, to considerable power of ob-
servation, and still greater taste in perceiving
and availing himself of those excellences of
others which lay within his own walk of art. I
can by no means look upon Sir Joshua as having
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a claim to the first rank of genius. He would
hardly have béen a great painter if other great
painters had not lived before him. He would
not have given a first impulse to the art; nor
did he advance any part of it beyond the point
where he found it. He did not present any new
view of nature, nor is he to be placed in the
same class with those who did. Even in colour,
his pallet was spread for him by the old masters ;
and his eye imbibed its full perception of depth
and harmony of tone from the Dutch and Vene-
tian schools rather than from nature. His early
pictures are' poor and flimsy. He indeed learned
to see the finer qualities of mature through the
works of art, -which he, perhaps;, might never
have discovered in nature itself.- He became
rich by the accumulation of borrowed wealth;
and his genius was the offspring of taste. He
combined and applied the materials of others to
his own purpose with admirable suceess ; he was
an industrious compiler or skilful translator, not
an original inventor, in art. The art would re-
main, in all its essential elements, just where it
is if Sir Joshua had never lived. He has sup-
plied the industry of future plagiarists with
no new materials. But it has been well ob-
served, that the value of every work of art, as
well as the genius of the artist, depends not
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more on the degree of excellence than on the
degree of originality displayed in it. Sir Joshua,
however, was perhaps the most original imitator
that ever appeared in the world ; and the reason
of this, in a great measure, was, that he was
compelled to combine what he saw in art with
what he saw in_ nature, which was constantly
before him. The portrait-painter is, in this
respect, much less liable than the historical
painter to deviate into the extremes of manner
and affectation; for he cannot discard nature
altogether under the excuse that she only puts
him out. He must meet her face to face ; and if
he is not incorrigible, he will see something
there that cannot fail to be of service to him.
Another circumstance which must have been
favourable to Sir Joshua was, that though not
the originator in point of time, he was the first
Englishman who transplanted the higher excel-
lences of his profession into his own country,
and had the merit, if not of an inventor, of a
reformer of the art. His mode of painting had
the graces of novelty in the age and country in
which he lived; and he had, therefore, all the
stimulus to exertion which arose from the en-
thusiastic applause of his contemporaries, and
from a desire to expand and refine the taste of
the public.
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- "To an eye for colour and for effects vof light
+ and shade, Sir Joshua united a strong perception
of individual character, a lively feeling of the
quaint and grotesque in expression, and great
mastery of execution. He had comparatively
little knowledge of drawing, either as it regarded
proportion or form. The beauty of some of
his female faces and figures arises almost
entirely from their softness and fleshiness. His
pencil waated firmness and precision. The ex-
pression, even of his best portraits, seldom
implies either lofty or impassioned intellect or
delicate sensibility. He algo wanted grace, if
grace requires simplicity. The mere negation of
stiffness and formality is not grace; for looseness
and distortion are not grace. His favourite
attitudes are not easy and natural, but the
affectation of ease and nature. They are violent
deviations from a right line. Many of the
figures in his fancy pieces are placed in postures
in which they could not remain for an instant
without extreme difficulty anhd awkwardness.
I may instance the Girl Drawing with a Pencil,
and some others. His portraits are his best
pictures, and of these his portraits of men are
the best ; his pictures of children are the next
in value. He had fine subjects for the former,
from the masculine sense and  originality of
VOL. IL M
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character of many of the persons whom he
painted; and he had also a great advantage, as
far as practice went, in painting a number of
persons of every rank and description. Some
of the finest and most -interesting are those of
Dr Johnson, Goldsmith (which is, however, too
much a mere sketch), Baretti, Dr Burney, John
Hunter, and the inimitable portrait of Bishop
Newton. The elegant simplicity of character,
expression, and drawing, preserved throughout
the last picture, even to the attitude and mode
of handling, discover the true genius of a painter.
I also remember to have seen a print of Thomas
Warton, than which nothing could be more
characteristic or more natural. These were all
Reynolds’ intimate acquaintance, and it could
not be said of them that they were men of “no
mark or likelihood.” Their traits had probably
sunk deep into the artist’s mind; he painted
them as pure studies from nature, copying the
real image existing before him, with all its
known characteristic peculiarities ; and, with as
much wisdom as good nature, sacrificing the
graces on the altar of friendship. They are
downright portraits and nothing more, and they
are valuable in proportion. In his portraits of
women, on the contrary, with very few excep-
‘tions, Sir Joshua appears to have consulted
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either the vanity of his employers or his own
fanciful theory. They have not the look of
individual nature, nor have they, to compensate
the want of this, either peculiar elegance of
form, refinement of expression, delicacy of com-
plexion, or gracefulness of manner. Vandyke’s
attitudes have been complained of as stiff and
confined. Reynolds, to avoid this defect, has
fallen into the contrary extreme of negligence
and contortion. His female figures which aim
at gentility are twisted into that serpentine line,
the idea of which he ridiculed so much in
Hogarth. Indeed, Sir Joshua in his ¢Discourses,’
(see his account of Correggio), speaks of grace
as if it were nearly allied to affectation. Grace
signifies that which is pleasing and natural in
the posture and motions of the human form, as
beauty is more properly applied to the form
itself. That which is stiff, inanimate, and
without motion, cannot therefore be graceful ;
but to suppose that a figure, to. be graceful,
need only be put into some languishing or
extravagant posture, is to mistake flutter and
affectation for ease and elegance.

Sir Joshua’s children, as I have said above,
are among his chef-d'euvres. The faces of
children have in general that want of precision
of outline, that prominence of relief and strong
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contrast of colour, which were peculiarly adapted
to his style of painting. The arch simplicity of
expression, and the grotesque character which
he has given to the heads of his children, were,
however, borrowed from Correggio. His Puck
is the most masterly of all these; and .the
colouring, execution, and character, are alike
exquisite. The single figure of the Infant
Hercules is also admirable. Many of those to
which his friends have suggested historical titles
are mere common portraits or casual studies.
Thus the Infant Samuel is an innocent little .
child saying its prayers at the bed’s feet: it has
nothing to do with the story of the Hebrew
prophet. The same objection will apply to
many of his fancy pieces and historical compo-
sitions. There is often no connexion between
the picture and the subject but the name.
Even his celebrated Iphigenia, beautiful as she
is, and prodigal of her charms, does not answer
to the idea of the story. In drawing the naked
figure, Sir Joshua’s want of truth and firmness
of outline became more apparent; and his
mode of laying on his colours, which in the
face and extremities was relieved and broken
by the abrupt inequalities of surface and variety
of tints in each part, produce a degree of
heaviness and opacity in the larger masses of
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flesh colour, which can indeed only be avoided
by extreme delicacy or extreme lightness of
execution.

Shall I speak the truth at once? In my
opinion, Sir Joshua did not possess either that
high imagination, or those strong feelings, with-
out which no painter can become a poet in his
art. His larger historical compositions have
been generally allowed to be most liable to
objection in a critical point of view. I shall not
attempt to judge them by scientific or technical
rules, but make one or two observations on the
character and feeling displayed in them. The
highest subject which Sir Joshua has attempted
was the Count Ugolino, and it was, as might be
expected from the circumstances, a total failure.
He had, it seems, painted a study of an old
beggar-man’s head ; and some person, who must
have known as little of painting as of poetry,
persuaded the unsuspecting artist that it was
the -exact expression of Dante’s Count Ugolino,
one of the most grand, terrific, and appalling
characters in modern fiction. Reynolds, who
knew nothing of the matter but what he was
told, took his good fortune for granted, and
only extended his canvass to admit the rest
of the figures. The attitude and expression of
Count Ugolino himself are what the artist
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intended them to be, till they were pampered
into something else by the officious vanity of
friends,—those of a common mendicant at the
corner of a street, waiting patiently for some
charitable donation. The imagination of the
painter took refuge in a parish workhouse,
instead of ascending the steps of the Tower of
Famine. The hero of Dante is a lofty, high-
minded, and unprincipled Italian nobleman,
who had betrayed his country to the enemy,
and who, as a punishment for his crime, is shut
up with his four sons in the dungeon of the
citadel, where he shortly finds the doors barred
upon him, and food withheld. He in vain
watches with eager feverish eye the opening of
the door at the accustomed hour, and his looks
turn to stone; his children one by one drop
down dead at his feet ; he is seized with blindness,
and, in the agony of his despair, he gropes
on his knees after them,

¢ Calling each by name
For three days after they were dead.”

Even in the other world he is represented
with the same fierce, dauntless, unrelenting
character, * gnawing the skull of his adversary,
his fe]l repast.” The subject of the Laocoon is
scarcely equal to that described by Dante.
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The horror there is physical and momentary ;
in the other, the imagination fills up the long,
obscure, dreary void of despair, and joins its
unutterable pangs to the‘loud cries of nature.
What is there in the picture to convey the
ghastly horrors of the scene, or the mighty
energy of soul with which they are borne? His
picture of Macbeth is full of wild and grotesque
images ; and the apparatus of the Witches con-.
tains a very elaborate and well arranged inven-
tory of dreadful objects. His Cardinal Beaufort is
a fine display of rich, mellow colouring; and there
4is something gentlemanly and Shakespearian in
the King and the Attendant Nobleman. At the
same time, I think the expression of the Car-
dinal himself is too much one of physical horror,
a canine gnashing of the teeth, like a man
strangled. This is not the best style of history.
Mrs Siddons as the Tragic Muse is neither the
Tragic Muse nor Mrs Siddons; and I have still
stronger objections to Garrick between Tragedy
and Comedy.

There is a striking similarity between Sir
Joshua Reynolds’ theory and his practice; and
as each of these has been appealed to in support
of the other, it is necessary that I should ex-
amine both. Sir Joshua’s practice was generally
confined to the illustration of that part of his
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theory which relates to the more immediate
imitation of nature; and it is to what he says
on this subject that I shall chiefly direct my
observations at present.

.He lays it down as a general and invariable
rule, that “the great style in art, and the most
PERFECT IMITATION OF NATURE, Consists in avoid-
ing the details and peculiarities of particular
objects.” This sweeping principle he applies
almost indiscriminately to portrait, history, and
landscape ; and he appears to have been led to
the conclusion itself, from supposing the imita-
tion of particulars to be inconsistent with gene--
ral rule and effect. It appears to me that the
highest perfection of the art depends, not on
separating, but on uniting general truth and
effect with individual distinctness and ac-
curacy.

First,—It is said that the great style in paint-
ing, as it relates to the immediate imitation of
external nature, consists in avoiding the details
of particular objects. It consists neither in
giving nor avoiding them, but in something
quite different from both. Any one may avoid
the details. So far there is no difference
between the Cartoons and a common sign paint-
ing. Greatness consists in giving the larger
masses and proportions with truth ;—this does
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not prevent giving the smaller ones too. The
utmost grandeur of outline, and the broadest
masses of light and shade are perfectly compa-
tible with the utmost minuteness and delicacy
of detail, as may be seen in nature. It is not,
indeed, common to see both qualities combined
in the imitations of nature, any more than the
combinations of other excellences; nor am I
here saying to which the principal attention of
the artist should.be directed; but I deny that,
considered in themselves, the absence of the
one quality is necessary or sufficient to the pro-
duction of the other.

If, for example, the form of the eye-brow is
correctly given, it will be perfectly indifferent
to the truth or grandeur of the design, whether
it consists of one broad mark, or is composed of
a number of hair-lines arranged in the same
order. So, if the lights and shades are disposed
in fine and large masses, the breadth of the
picture, as it is called, cannot possibly be affected
by the filling up of these masses with the de-
tails ; that is, with the subordinate distinctions
which appear in nature. The anatomical de-
tails in Michael Angelo, the ever-varying out-
line of Raphael, the perfect execution of the
Greek statues, do not destroy their symmetry
or dignity of form ; and in the finest specimens
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of the composition of colour we may observe the
largest masses combined with the greatest variety
in the parts of which these masses are com-
posed.

The gross style consists in giving no detail,
the finical in giving nothing else. Nature con-
tains both large and small parts, both masses
and details; and the same may be said of the
most perfect works of art. The union of both
kinds of excellence, of strength with delicacy, as
far as the limits of human capacity and the
shortness of human life would permit, is that
which has established the reputation of the most
successful imitators of nature. Farther, their
most finished works are their best. The predo-
minance, indeed, of either excellence in the best
masters has varied according to their opinion of
the relative value of these qualities,—the labour
they had the time or the patience to bestow on
their works,—the skill of the artist,—or the
nature and extent of his subject. But if the
rule here objected to, that the careful imitation
of the parts injures the effect of the whole, be
once admitted, slovenliness would become an-
other name for genius, and the most unfinished
performances be the best. That such has been
the confused impression left on the mind by the
perusal of Sir Joshua Reynolds’ ¢ Discourses,’ is
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evident from the practice as well as conversation
of many (even eminent) artists, The late Mr
Opie proceeded entirely on this principle. He
left many admirable studies of portraits, parti-
cularly in what relates to the disposition and
effect of light and shade ; but he never finished
any of the parts, thinking them beneath the
attention of a great artist. He went over the
whole head the second day as he had done the
first, and thetefore made no progress. The pic-
ture at last, having neither the lightness of a
sketch, nor the accuracy of a finished work,
looked coarse, laboured and heavy. Titian is
the most perfect example of high finishing.
In him the details are engrafted on the most
profound knowledge of effect, and attention to
the character of what he represented. His
pictures have the exact look of nature, the very
tone and texture of flesh. The variety of his
tints is blended into the greatest simplicity.
There is a proper degree both of solidity and
transparency. All the parts hang together;
every stroke tells, and adds to the effect of the
rest. ~ Sir Joshua seems to deny that Titian
finished much, and says that he produced by
_ two or three strokes of his pencil, effects which
the most laborious copyist would in vain attempt
to equal. It is true, he availed himself in some
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degree of what is called erecution, to facilitate
his imitation of the details and peculiarities of
nature ; but it was to facilitate, not supersede.
There can be nothing more distinct than execu-
tion and daubing. Titian, however, made a
very moderate, though a very admirable, use of
this power; and those who copy his pictures
will find that the simplicity is in the results, not
in the details. To conclude my observations on
this head, I will only add, that while the artist
thinks there is any thing to be done, either to
the whole or to the parts of his picture, which
can give it still more the look of nature, if he
is willing to proceed, I would not advise him to
desist. This rule is the more necessary to the
young student, for-he will relax in his attention
as he grows older. And, again, with respect to
the subordinate parts of a picture, there is no
danger that he will bestow a disproportionate
degree of labour upon them, because he will not
feel the same interest in copying them, and
because a much less degree of accuracy will
serve every purpose of deception.
Secondly,—With regard to the imitation of
expression, I can hardly agree with Sir Joshua
that “the perfection of portrait-painting con-
sists in giving the general idea or character
without the individual peculiarities.” No doubt,
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if we were to choose between the general cha-
racter and the peculiarities of feature, we ought
to prefer the former. But they are so far from
being incompatible with, that they are not with-
out some difficulty distinguishable from, each
other. There is a general look of the face, a
predominant expression arising from the corre-
spondence and connexion of the different parts,
which it is of the first and last impertance to
give, and without which no elaboration of
detached parts, or marking of the peculiarities
of single features, is worth anything ; but which
at the same time is not destroyed, but assisted,
by the careful finishing, and still more by giving
the exact outline, of each part. '

It is on this point that the modern French
and English schools differ, and, in my opinion,
are both wrong. The English seem generally
to suppose, - that if they only leave out the
subordinate parts, they are sure of the general
result. The French, on the contrary, as erro-
neously imagine that, by attending successively
to each separate part, they must infallibly arrive
at a correct whole: not considering that, besides
the parts, there is their relation to each other,
and the general impression stamped upon them
by the character of the individual, which, to be
seen, must be felt; for it is demonstrable, that
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all character and expression, to be adequately
represented, must be perceived by the mind,
and not by the eye only. The French painters
give only lines and precise differences, the
English only general masses and strong effects;
Hence the two nations reproach one another
with the difference of their styles of art,—the
one as dry, hard, and minute,—the other as
gross, gothic, and unfinished; and they will
probably remain for ever satisfied with each
other’s defects, as they afford a very tolerable
fund of consolation on either side.

Much has been said of kistorical portraits, and
I have no objection to this phrase, if properly
understood. The giving historical truth to a
portrait means, then, the representing the in-
dividual under one consistent, probable, and
striking view; or showing the different features,
muscles, &c. in one action, and modified by one
principle. A portrait thus painted may be said
to be historical ; that is, it carries internal evi-
dence of truth and propriety with it; and the
number of individual peculiarities, as long as
they are true to nature, cannot lessen, but must
add to, the strength of the general impression.

It-might be shown, if there were room in this
place, that Sir Joshua has constructed his theory
of the ideal in art upon the same mistaken prin-
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ciple of the negation or abstraction of a particular
nature. The ideal is not a negative, but a positive
thing. The leaving out the details or peculiarities
of an individual face does not make it one jot
more ideal. To paint history is to paint nature
as answering to a general, predominant, or pre-
conceived idea in the mind, of strength, beauty,
action, passion, thought, &c.; but the way to
do this is mot to leave out the details, but to
incorporate the general idea with the details;
that is, to show the same expression actuating
and modifying every movement of the muscles,
and the same character preserved consistently
through every part of the body. Grandeur does
not consist in omitting the parts, but in con-
necting all the parts into a whole, and in giving
their combined and varied action; abstract truth
or ideal perfeetion does not consist in rejecting
the peculiarities of form, bnt in rejecting all
those which are not consistent with the character
intended to be given, and in following up the
same general idea of softness, voluptuousness,
strength, activity, or any combination of these,
through every ramification of the frame. But
these modifications of form or expression can
only be learnt from nature, and therefore the
perfection of art must always be sought in
nature. The ideal properly applies as much to
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the idea of ugliness, weakness, folly, meanness,
vice, as of beauty, strength, wisdom, magna-
nimity, or virtue. The antique heads of fauns
and satyrs, of Pan or Silenus, are quite as ideal
as those of the Apollo or Bacchus; and Hogarth
adhered to an idea of humour in his faces, as
Raphael did to an idea of sentiment. But
Raphael found the character of sentiment in
nature as much as Hogarth did that of humour,
‘otherwise neither of them would have given one
or the other with such perfect truth, purity,
force, and keeping. Sir Joshua Reymnolds’
ideal, as consisting in a mere negation of indi-
viduality, bears just the same relation to real
beauty or grandeur, as caricature does to true
comic character.

It is owing either to a mistaken theory of
elevated art, or to the want of models in nature,
that the English are hitherto without any painter
of serious historical subjects, who-can be placed
in the first rank of genius. Many of the pic-
tures of modern artists have evidenced a capacity
for correct and happy delineations of actual
objects and domestic incidents only inferior to
the masterpieces of the Dutch school. 1 might
here mention the names of Wilkie, Collins,
Heaphy, and others. We have portrait-painters
who have attained to a very high degree of
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excellence in all the branches of their art.
In landscape, Turner has shown a knowledge
of the effects of air, and of powerful relief in
objects which was never surpassed. But in
~ the highest walk of art—in giving the move-
ments of the finer or loftier passions of the
mind, this country has not produced a single
painter who has made even a faint approach
to the excellence of the great Italian painters.
We have, indeed, a good number of specimens
of the clay figure, the anatomical mechanism,
the regular proportions measured by a two-
foot rule ;—large canvasses, covered with stiff
figures, arranged in deliberate order, with the
characters and story correctly expressed by up-
lifted eyes or hands, according to old receipt-
books for the passions; with all the hardness
and inflexibility of figures carved in wood, and
painted over in good strong body colours, that
look “as if some of nature’s journeymen had
made them, and not made them well.” But
we still want a Prometheus to give life to the
cumbrous mass,—to throw an intellectual light
over the opaque image,—to embody the inmost
refinements of thought to the outward eye,—
to lay bare the very soul of passion. That
picture is of little comparative value, which
can be completely ¢ransiated into another lan-
VOL. II. N
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guage,—of which the description in a common
catalogue conveys all that is expressed by the
picture itself; for it is the excellence of every
art to give what can be given by no other
in the same degree. Much less is that picture
to be esteemed which only injures and defaces the
idea already existing in the mind’s eye: which
does not come up to the conception which the’
imagination forms of the subject, and substitutes
a dull reality for high sentiment; for the art
is in this case an incumbrance, not an assistance,
and interferes with, instead of adding to, the
stock of our pleasurable sensations. But I
should be at a loss to point out, I will not
say any English picture, but certainly any
English painter, who, in heroical and classical
composition, has risen to the height of his sub-
ject, and answered the expectations of the well-
informed spectator, or excited the same im-
pression by visible means as had been excited
by words or by reflection.* That this infe-
riority in English art is not owing to a de-
ficiency of English genius, imagination, or
passion, is proved sufficiently by the works of
our poets and dramatic writers, which, in lofti-

* If I were to make any qualification of this censure, it

would be in favour of some of Northcote’s compositions
from early English history.
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ness and force, are not surpassed by those of
any other nation. But whatever may be the
depth of internal thought and feeling in the
English character, it seems to be more internal ;
and, whether this is owing to habit or physical
constitution, to have comparatively a less imme-
diate and powerful communication with the
organic expression of passion,—which exhibits
the thoughts and feelings in the countenance,
and furnishes matter for the historic muse of
painting. The English artist is instantly sen-
sible that the flutter, grimace, and extravagance
of the French physiognomy,are incompatible with
high history ; and we are at no loss to explain
in this way, that is, from the defect of living
models, how it is that the productions of the
French school are marked with all the affecta-
tion of national caricature, or sink into tame
and lifeless imitations of the antique. May
we not account satisfactorily for the general
defects of our own historic productions in a
similar way,—from a certain inertness and con-
stitutional phlegm, which does not habitually
impress the workings of the mind in corre-
spondent traces on the countenance, and which
may also render us less sensible of these outward
and visible signs of passion, even when they are so
impressed there? The irregularity of proportion
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and want of symmetry in the structure of the
national features, though it certainly enhances
the difficulty of infusing natural grace and
grandeur into the works of art, rather accounts
for our not having been able to attain the ex-
quisite refinements of Grecian sculpture, than
for our not having rivalled the Italian painters
in expression.

Mr West formed no exception to, but a con-
firmation of, these general observations. His
pictures have all that can be required in what
relates to the composition of the subject; to the
regular arrangement of the groups; the anato-
mical proportions of the human body; and the
technical knowledge of expression,—as far as
expression is reducible to abstract rules, and is
merely a vehicle for the telling of a story; so
that anger, wonder, sorrow, pity, &c. bhave each
their appropriate and well-known designations.
These, however, are but the instrumental parts
of the art, the means, not the end; but beyond
these Mr West's pictures do not go. They
never “snatch a grace beyond the reach of art.”
They exhibit the mask, not the soul of expres-
sion. I doubt whether, in the entire range of
Mr West’s productions, meritorious and admir-
able as the design and composition often are,
there is to be found one truly fine head. They
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display a total want of gusto. In Raphael, the
same divine spirit breathes through every part ;
it either agitates the inmost frame, or plays in
gentle undulations on the trembling surface.
Whether we see his figures bending with all the
blandishments of maternal love, or standing in
the motionless silence of thought, or hurried
into the tumult of action, the whole is under the
impulse of deep passion. But Mr West saw
hardly any thing in the human face but bones
and cartilages; or if he availed himself of the
more flexible machinery of nerves and muscles,
it was only by rule and method. The effect is
not that which the soul of passion impresses on
the countenance, and which the soul of genius
alone can seize ; but such as might, in a good
measure, be given to wooden puppets or paste-
board figures, pulled by wires, and taught to
open the mouth, or knit the forehead, or raise
the eyes in a very scientific manner. In fact,
there is no want of art or limning in his pic-
tures, but of nature and feeling.

It is not long since an opinion was very gene-
ral, that all that was wanting to the highest
splendour and perfection of the arts in this
country might be supplied by academies and
public institutions. There are three ways in
which academies and public institutions may be
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supposed to promote the fine arts; either by
furnishing the best models to the student, or by
holding out immediate emolument and patron-
age, or by improving the public taste. I shall
bestow a short consideration on the influence of
each.

First, a constant reference to the best models
of art necessarily tends to enervate the mind, to
intercept our view of nature, and to distract the
attention by a variety of unattainable excel-
lence. An intimate acquaintance with the
works of the celebrated masters may indeed add
to the indolent refinement of taste, but will
never produce one work of original genius, one
great artist. In proof of the general truth of
this observation, I might cite the history of the
progress and decay of art in all countries where
it has flourished. It is a little extraordinary,
that if the real sources of perfection are to be
sought in schools, in models, and public institu-
tions, that wherever schools, models, and public
institutions have existed, there the arts should
regularly disappear,—that the effect should
never follow from the cause.

The Greek statues remain to this day unri-
valled,—the undisputed standard of the most
perfect symmetry of form. In Italy the art of
painting has had the same fate. After its long
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and painful struggles in the timé of the earlier
artists, Cimabue, Ghirlandajo, Massaccio, and
others, it burst out with a light almost too daz-
zling to behold in the works of Titian, Michael
Angelo, Raphael, and Correggio; which was
reflected with diminished lustre in the produc-
tions of their immediate disciples, lingered for
a while with the school of the Carraccis, and
expired with Guido Reni. From that period,
painting sunk to so low a state in Italy as to
excite only pity or contempt. There .is not
a single name to redeem its faded glory from
utter oblivion. Yet this has not been owing to
any want of Dilettanti and Della Cruscan
Societies, of Academies of Florence, of Bologna,
of Parma, and Pisa, of honorary members, and
foreign correspondents,—of pupils and teachers,
professors and patrons, and the whole busy tribe
of critics and connoisseurs.

What is become of the successors of Rubens,
Rembrandt, and Vandyke? What have the
French academicians done for the art; or what
will they ever do, but add intolerable affectation
and grimace to centos of heads from the antique,
and caricature Greek forms by putting them
into opera attitudes? Nicholas Poussin is the
only example on record in favour of the con-
trary theory, and I have already sufficiently
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noticed his defects. What extraordinary ad-
vances have we made in our own country in
consequence of the establishment of the Royal
Academy? What greater names has the En-
glish school to boast than those of Hogarth,
Reynolds, and Wilson, who created it ?

Again, I might cite, in support of my asser-
tion, the works of Carlo Maratti, of Raphael
Mengs, or of any of the effeminate school of
critics and copyists, who have attempted to
blend the borrowed beauties of others in a per-
fect whole. What do they contain, but a
negation of every excellence which they pretend
to combine? The assiduous imitator, in his
attempts to grasp all, loses his hold of that which
was placed within his reach; and, from aspir-
ing at universal excellence sinks into uniform
mediocrity. The student who has models of
every kind of excellence constantly before him,
is not only diverted from that particular walk
of art in which, by patient exertion, he might
attain ultimate success, but, from having
his imagination habitually raised to an over-
strained standard of refinement, by the sight of
the most exquisite examples in art, he becomes
impatient and dissatisfied with his own astempts,
determines to reach the same perfection all at
once, or throws down his pencil in despair.
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Thus the young enthusiast, whose genius and
energy were to rival the great masters of anti-
quity, or create a mew era in the art itself,
baffled in his first sanguine expectations, reposes
in indolence on what others have done,—~won-
ders how such perfection could have been
achieved,—grows familiar with the minutest
peculiarities of the different schools,—flutters
between the splendour of Rubens and the grace
of Raphael, and ends in nothing. Such was not
Correggio. He saw and felt for himself; he
was of no school, but had his own world of art
to create. That image of truth and beauty
which existed in his mind he was forced to
construct for himself, without rules or models.
As it bad arisen in his mind from the contem-
plation of nature, so he could only hope to
embody it to others by the imitation of nature.
We can conceive the work growing under his
hand by slow and patient touches, approaching
nearer to perfection, softened into finer grace,
gaining strength from delicacy, and at last
reflecting the pure image of nature on the
canvass. Such is always the true progress of
art; such are the necessary means by which the
greatest works of every kind have been pro-
duced. They have been the effect of power
gathering strength from exercise, and warmth
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from its own impulse—stimulated to fresh
efforts by conscious success, and by the surprize
and strangeness of a new world of beauty open-
ing to the delighted imagination. The triumphs
of art were victories over the difficulties of art;
the prodigies of genius, the result of that
strength which had grappled with nature.
Titian copied even a plant or a piece of common
drapery from the objects themselves; and
Raphael is known to have made elaborate
studies of all the principal heads in his pictures.
All the great painters of this period were tho-
roughly grounded in the first principles of their
art; had learned to copy a face, a hand, or an
eye, and had acquired patience to finish a single
figure before they undertook to paint extensive
compositions. They knew that though fame is
represented with her head above the clouds, her
feet rest upon the earth. Genius can only have

its full scope where, though much may have’

been done, more remains to do; where models
exist chiefly to show the differences of art, and
where the perfect idea is left to be filled
up in the painter’s imagination. When once
the stimulus of novelty and of original exertion is
wanting, generations repose on what has been
done for them by their predecessors, as indi-
viduals, after a certain period, rest satisfied
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with the knowledge they bave already ac-
quired.

With regard to the pecuniary advantages
arising from the public patronage of the arts,
the plan unfortunately defeats itself; for it
multiplies its objects faster than it can satisfy
their claims, and raises up a swarm of com-
petitors for the prize of genius from the dregs
of idleness and dulness. The real patron is
anxious to reward merit, not to encourage gra-
tuitous pretensions to it ; to see that the man of
genius fakes nodetriment, that another Wilsonis not
left to perish for want ; not to propagate the breed
of embryo candidates for fame. Offers of public
and promiscuous patronage can in general be
little better than a species of intellectual seduc-
tion, administering provocatives to vanity and
avarice, and leading astray the youth of the
nation by hopes, which can scarcely ever be
“realized. At the same time, the good that
might be done by private taste and benevolence
is in a great measure defeated. The moment
that a few individuals of discernment and liberal
spirit become members .of a public body, they
are no longer anything more than parts of a
machine, which is usually wielded at will by
some officious, overweening pretender; their
good sense and good nature are lost in a
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mass of ignorance and presumption; their
names only serve to reflect credit on proceed-
ings in which they have no share, and which
are determined upon by a majority of persons
who have no interest in the arts, but what
arises to them from the importance attached to
them by regular organization, and no opinions
but what are dictated to them by some self-
constituted judge. As far as 1 have had an
opportunity of observing the conduct of such
bodies of men, instead of taking the lead of
public opinion, of giving a firm, manly, and
independent tone to that opinion, they make
it their business to watch all its caprices, and
follow it in every casual turning. They dare
not give their sanction to sterling merit, strug-
gling with difficulties, but take advantage of
its success to reflect credit on their own ere-
putation for sagacity. Their taste is a servile
dependent on their vanity, and their patronage
has an air of pauperism about it. Perhaps
the only public patronage which was ever really
useful to the arts, or worthy of them, was that
which they received first in Greece,and afterwards
in Italy, from the religious institutions of the
country ; when the artist felt himself, as it were,
a servant at the altar; when his hand gave
a visible form to gods or heroes, angels or



ON THE FINE ARTS. 189

apostles; and when the enthusiasm of genius
was exalted by mingling with the flame of
national devotion. The artist was not here
degraded by being made the dependent on
the caprice of wealth or fashion, but felt at
once the servant and the benefactor of the
public. He had to embody, by the highest
efforts of his art, subjects which were sacred
to the imagination and feelings of the spec-
tators; there was a common link, a mutual
sympathy, between them in their common faith.
Every other mode of patronage but that which
arises either from the general institutions and
manners of a people, or from the real, unaffected
taste of individuals, must, I conceive, be ille-
gitimate, corrupted in its source, and either
ineffectual or injurious to its professed object.

Lastly, Academicians and institutions may
be supposed to assist the progress of the fine
arts, by prometing a wider taste for them.

-In general, it must happen in the first stages
of the arts, that as none but those who had
a natural genius for them would attempt to
practise them, so none but those who had a na-
tural taste for them, would pretend to judge of or
criticise them. This must be an incalculable
advantage to the man of true genius; for it
is no other than the privilege of being tried



190 ON THE FINE ARTS.

by his peers. In an age whén connoisseurship
bad not become a fashion,—when religion, war,
and intrigue, occupied the time and thoughts
of the great,—only those minds of superior
refinement would be led to notice the works of
art, who had a real sense of their excellence;
and, in giving way to the powerful bent of
his own genius, the painter was most likely
to consult the taste of his judges. He had
not to deal with pretenders to taste, through
vanity, affectation, and idleness. He had to
appeal to the higher faculties of the soul,—to
that deep and innate sensibility to truth and
beauty, which required only fit objects to have
its enthusiasm excited,—and to that independent
strength of mind, which, in the midst of igno-
rance and barbarism, hailed and fostered genius
wherever it met with it. Titian was patronized
by Charles the Fifth. Count Castiglione was the
friend of Raphael. These were true patrons
and true critics; and, as there were no others
(for the world, in general, merely looked on
and wondered), there can be little doubt that
such a period of dearth of factitious patronage
would be most favourable to the full develop-
ment of the greatest talents, and to the attain-
ment of the highest excellence.

By means of public institutions, the number
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of candidates for fame and pretenders to eriti-
cism is increased beyond all calculation, while
the quantity of genius and feeling remains
much the same as before; with these disad-
vantages, that the man of original genius is
often lost among the crowd of competitors,
who would never have become such but from
encouragement and example, and that the voice
of the few whom nature intended for judges, is
apt to be drowned in the noisy and forward
suffrages of shallow smatterers in taste.
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ESSAY XIIL

THE FIGHT.

——“The fight, the fight's the thing,
Wherein I'll catch the conscience of the king.”

X Where there's a will, there's a way.—1I said so to

myself, as I walked down Chancery lane, about
half-past six o’clock on Monday the 10th of
December, to inquire at Jack Randall’s where
the fight the next day was to be;Yand I found
“the proverb” nothing “ musty” in the present
instance. I was determined to see this fight,
come what would, and see it I did, in great
style. It was my first fight, yet it more than
answered my expectations.\ Ladies ! it is to you
I dedicate this description; nor let it seem out
of character for the fair to notice the exploits of
the brave. Courage and modesty are the old
English virtues; and may they never look cold
and askance on one another! Think, ye fairest
of the fair, loveliest of the lovely kind, ye prac-
tisers of soft enchantment, how many more ye
kill with poisoned baits than ever fell in the
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ring ; and listen with subdued air and without
shuddering, to a tale tragic only in appearance,
and sacred to the Fancy !

X —— I was going down Chancery lane, thinking to
ask at Jack Randall’s where the fight was to be,
when looking through the glass-door of the Hole
in the Wall, I heard a gentleman asking the
same question a¢ Mrs Randall, as the author of
‘Waverley’ would express it. (Now Mrs Ran-
dall stood answering the gentleman’s question,
with the authenticity of the lady of the Cham-
pion of the Light Weights. ) Thinks I, I'Il wait
till this person comes out, and learn from him
how it is, For to say a truth, I was not fond of
going into. this house of call for heroes and phi-
losophers, ever since the owner of it (for Jack is
no gentleman) threatened once upon a time to
kick me out of doors for wanting a mutton-chop
at his hospitable board, when the conqueror in
thirteen battles was more full of blue ruin than

v  of good manners. I was the more mortified at
this repulse, inasmuch as I had heard Mr James
Simpkins, hosier in the Strand, one day when
the character of the Hole in the Wall was
brought in question, observe—* The house is a
very good house, and the company quite gen-
teel : I have been there myself!” Remember-
ing this unkind treatment of mine host, to which
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mine hostess was also a party, and not wishing
to put her in unquiet thoughts at a time jubilant
like the present, I waited at the door, when,
who should issue forth but my friend Joe Toms,
and turning suddenly up Chancery lane with
that quick jerk and impatient’stride which dis-
tinguishes a lover of the Fancy, I said, “I’ll be
hanged if that fellow is not going to the fight,
and is on his way to get me to go with him.”
So it proved in effect, and we agreed to adjourn
to my lodgings to discuss measures with that
cordiality which makes old friends like new, and
new friends like old, on great occasions. We
are cold to others only when we are dull in our-
selves, and have neither thoughts nor feelings to
impart to them. Give a man a topic in his
head, a throb of pleasure in his heart, and he
will be glad to share it with the first person he
meets. Toms and I, though we seldom meet,
were an alter idem on this memorable occasion,
and bhad not an idea that we did not candidly
impart; and “so carelessly did we fleet the
time,” that I wish no better, when there is
another fight, than to have him for a companion
on my journey down, and to return with my
friend Jack Pigott, talking of what was to
bappen or of what did happen, with a noble
subject always at hand, and liberty to digress to
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others whenever they offered. Indeed, on my
repeating the lines from Spenser in an involun-
tary fit of enthusiasm,

“ What more felicity can fall to creature,

Than to enjoy delight with liberty 2”
my last-named ingenious friend stopped me by
saying that this, translated into the vulgate,
meant “ Going to see a fight.”

Joe Toms and I could not settle about the
method of going down. YHe said there was a
caravan, he understood, to start from Tom Bel-
cher’s at two, which would go there right out
and back again the next day. Now I never
travel all night, and said I should get a cast to
Newbury by one of the mails. Joe swore the
thing was impossible, and I could only answer
that I had made up my mind to it. In short,
he seemed to me to waver, said he only came to
see if I was going, had letters to write, a cause
coming on the day after, and faintly said at part-
ing (for I was bent on setting out that moment)
—* Well, we meet at Philippi!” I made the
best of my way to Piccadilly. The mail coach
stand was bare. “They are all gone,” said I—
“this is always the way with me—in the instant
I lose the future—if I had not stayed to pour
out that last cup of tea, I should have been just
in time;”—and cursing my folly and ill-luck
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together, without inquiring at the coach-office
whether the mails were gone or not, I walked
on in despite, and to punish my own dilatori-
ness and want of determination. At any rate, I
would not turn back: I might get to Hounslow,
or perhaps farther, to be on my road the next
morning. I passed Hyde park corner (my Ru-
bicon), and trusted to fortune. Suddenly I
heard the clattering of a Brentford stage, and
the fight rushed full upon my fancy. I argued
(not unwisely) that even a Brentford coachman
was better company than my own thoughts (such
as they were just then), and at his invitation
mounted the box with him. I immediately
stated my case to him—namely, .my quarrel
with myself for missing the Bath or Bristol
mail, and my determination to get on in conse-
quence as well as I could, without any dis-
paragement or insulting comparison between
longer or shorter stages. It is a maxim with
me that stage-coaches, and consequently stage-
coachmen, are respectable in proportion to the
distance they have to travel: so I said nothing
on that subject to my Brentford friend. Any
incipient tendency to an abstract proposition, or
(as he might have construed it) to a personal re-
flection of this kind, was however nipped in the
bud; for I had no sooner declared indignantly
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that I had missed the mails, than he flatly
denied that they were gone along, and lo! at
the instant three of them drove by in rapid, pro-
voking, orderly succession, as if they would de-
vour the ground before them. Here again I
seemed in the contradictory situation of the man
in Dryden who exclaims,
1 follow Fate, which does too hard pursue!”

If 1 had stopped to inquire at the White Horse
Cellar, which would not have taken me a
minute, I should now have been driving down
the road in all the dignified unconcern and ideal
perfection of mechanical conveyance. The
Bath mail I had set my mind upon, and I had
missed it, as I miss every thing else, by my
own absurdity, in putting the will for the deed,
and aiming at ends without employing means.
« Sir,” said he of the Brentford, ¢ the Bath
mail will be up presently, my brother-in-law
drives it, and I will engage to stop him if there
is a place empty.” I almost doubted my good
genius; but, sure enough, up it drove like
lightning, and stopped directly at the call of the
Brentford Jehu. I would not have believed this
possible, but the brother-in-law of a mail-coach
driver is himself no mean man. I was trans-
ferred without loss of time from the top of one
coach to that of the other, desired the guard to
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pay my fare to the Brentford coachman for me
as I had no change, was accommodated with
a great coat, put up my umbrella to keep off a
drizzling mist, and we began to cut through the ?(
air like an arrow. The mile-stones disappeared
one after another, the rain kept off ; Tom Turtle,* :
the trainer, sat before me on the coach-box,
with whom I exchanged civilities as a gentle-
man going to the fight; the passion that had
transported me an hour before was subdued to.
pensive regret and conjectural musing on thef
next day’s battle ; I was promised a place insidej
at Reading, and upon the whole, I thought
myself a lucky fellow. Such is the force of
imagination! On the outside of any other
coach on the 10th of December, with a Scotch
mist drizzling through the cloudy moonlight air,
I should have been cold, comfortless, impatient,
and, no doubt, wet through; but seated on the
Royal mail, I felt warm and comfortable, the air
did me good, the ride did me good, I was
pleased with the progress we had made, and con-
fident that all would go well through the journey. 1\
—When I got inside at Reading, I found Turtle
and a stout valetudinarian, whose costume be-
spoke him one of the Fawncv, and who had
risen from a three months’ sick bed to get into

* John Thurtell, to wit.



A

202 THE FIGHT.

the mail to see the fight. They were intimate,
and we fell into a lively discourse. My friend
the trainer was confined in his topics to fight-
ing dogs and men, to bears and badgers;
beyond this he was “quite chap-fallen,” had
not a word to throw at a dog, or indeed very
wisely fell asleep, when any other game was
started. The whole art of training (I, however,
learnt from him,) consists in two things, exercise

- and abstinence, abstinence and exercise, repeated

alternately and without end. A yolk of an egg
with a spoonful of rum in it is the first thing in
a morning, and then a walk of six miles till
breakfast. This meal consists of a plentiful
supply of tea and toast and beef-steaks. Then
another six or seven miles till dinner-time, and
another supply of solid beef or mutton with
a pint of porter, and perhaps, at the utmost, a
couple of glasses of sherry. Martin trains on
water, but this increases his infirmity on another
very dangerous side. The Gas-man takes now
and then a chirping glass (under the rose) to
console him, during a six weeks’ probation, for
the absence of Mrs Hickman —an agreeble
woman, with (I understand) a pretty fortune of
two hundred pounds. How matter presses on
me! What stubborn things are facts! How
inexhaustible is nature and art! <It is well,”
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as I once heard Mr Richmond observe, “ to see a
variety.” He was speaking of cock-fighting as an
edifying spectacle. M1 cannot deny but that one
learns more of what is (I do not say of what
ought to be) in this desultory mode of practical
study, than from reading the same book twice
over, even though it should be a moral treatise.
Where was I1? 1 was sitting at dinner with the
candidate for the honours of the ring, “where
good digestion waits on appetite, and health on
both.” Then follows an hour of social chat and
native glee; and afterwards, to another breath-
ing over heathy hill or dale. Back to supper,
and then to bed, and up by six again—QOur hero
* Follows so the ever-running sun,
With profitable ardour—"

to the day that brings him victory or defeat in
the green fairy circle. Is not this life more
sweet than mine? I was going to say; but I
will not libel any life by comparing it to mine,
which is (at the date of these presents) bitter as
coloquintida and the dregs of aconitum !

The invalid in the Bath mail soared a pitch
above the trainer, and did not sleep so sound,
because he had “more figures and more fan-
tasies.” We talked the hours away merrily.
He had faith in surgery, for he had had three
ribs set right, that had been broken in a turn-



204 THE FIGHT.

up at Belcher’s, but thought physicians old
women, for they had no antidote in their cata-
logue for brandy. An indigestion is an excel-
lent common-place for two people that never met
before. By way of ingratiating myself, I told
him the story of my doctor, who, on my earnestly
representing to him that I thought his regimen
had done me harm, assured me that the whole
pharmacopeia contained nothing comparable to
the prescription he had given me; and, as a
proof of its undoubted efficacy, said, that “he
had had one gentleman with my complaint
under his hands for the last fifteen years.” This
anecdote made my companion shake the rough
sides of his three great coats with boisterous
laughter ; and Turtle, starting out of his sleep,
swore he knew how the fight would go, for he
had had a dream about it. Sure enough the
rascal told us how the three first rounds went
off, but “ his dream,” like others, * denoted a
foregone conclusion.” He knew his men. The
moon now rose in silver state, and I ventured,
with some hesitation, to point out this object of
placid beauty, with the blue serene beyond, to
the man of science, to which his ear he seri-
ously inclined,” the more as it gave promise d’un
beau jour for the morrow, and showed the ring
undrenched by envious showers, arrayed in sunny
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smiles. Just then, all going on well; I thought
on my friend Toms, whom I had left behind,
and said innocently, “ There was a blockhead of
a fellow I left in town, who said there was no
possibility of getting down by the mail, and
talked of going by a caravan from Belcher’s at
two in the morning, after he had written some
letters.” “ Why,” said he of the lapells, «I
should not wonder if that was the very person
we saw running about like mad from one coach-
door to another, and asking if any one had seen
a friend of his, a gentleman going to the fight,
whom he had missed stupidly enough by staying
te write a note.” “ Pray, Sir,” said my fellow-
traveller, “ had he a plaid-cloak on?’—¢“ Why,
no,” said I, “ not at the time I left him, but
he very well might afterwards, for he offered to
lend me one.” The plaid-cloak and the letter
decided the thing. Joe, sure enough, was in
the Bristol mail, which preceded us by about
fifty yards. This was droll enough. We had
now but a few miles to our place of destination,
and the first thing I did on alighting at New-
bury, both coaches stopping at the same time,
was to call out, “ Pray, is there a gentleman in
that mail of the name of Toms?”’ ¢ No,” said
Joe, borrowing something of the vein of Gilpin,
“ for 1 have just got out.” “Well!” says he,
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“ this is lucky; but you don’t know how vexed
I was to miss you; for,” added he, lowering
his voice, “do you know when I left you I
went to Belcher’s to ask about the caravan, and
Mrs Belcher said very obligingly, she couldn’t
tell about that, but there were two gentlemen
who had taken places by the mail and were
gone on in a laudau, and she could frank us.
It's a pity I didn’t meet with you; we could
then have got down for nothing. But mum’s the
word.” It’s the devil for any one to tell me a
secret, for it is sure to come out in print. I do
not care so much to gratify a friend, but the
public ear is too great a temptation to me.
Our present business was to get beds and
a supper at an inn; but this was no easy task.
The public-houses were full, and where you
saw a light at a private house, and people
poking their heads out of the casement to see
what was going on, they instantly put them
in and shut the window, the moment you
seemed advancing with a suspicious overture
for accommodation. Our guard and coachman
thundered away at the outer gate of the Crown
for some time without effect—such was the
greater noise within ;—and when the doors were
unbarred, and we got admittance, we found
a party assembled in the kitchen round a good
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hospitable fire, some sleeping, others drinking,
others talking on politics and on the fight. A
tall English yeoman (something like Matthews
in the face, and quite as great a wag)—
¢ A lusty man to ben an abbot able,”—

was making such a prodigious noise about rent
and taxes, and the price of corn now and
formerly, that he had prevented us from being
heard at tire gate. The first thing I heard him
say was to a shuffling fellow who wanted to be
off a bet for a shilling glass of brandy and water
—< Confound it, man, don’t be insipid !” Thinks
I, that is a good phrase. It was a good omen.
He kept it up so all night, nor flinched with the
approach of morning. He was a fine fellow,
with sense, wit, and spirit, a hearty body and a
joyous mind, free-spoken, frank, convivial— one
of that true English breed that went with
Harry the Fifth to the siege of Harfleur—
“standing like greyhounds in the slips,” &c.
We ordered tea and eggs (beds were soon found
to be out of the question) and this fellow’s con-
versation was sauce piquante. It did one’s heart
good to see him brandish his oaken towel and
to hear him talk. He made mince-meat of a
drunken, stupid, red-faced, quarrelsome, frowsy
farmer, whose nose ‘“ he moralized into a
thousand similes,” making it out a firebrand like

11('»\
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Bardolph’s. «Tll tell you what my friend,”
says he, “the landlady has only to keep you
here to save fire and candle. If one was to touch
your nose, it would go off like a piece of char-
coal.” At this the other only grinned like an
idiot, the sole variety in his purple face being
his little peering grey eyes and yellow teeth;
called for another glass, swore he would not
stand it; and after many attempts to provoke
his humorous antagonist to single combat, which
the other turned off (after working him up to a
ludicrous pitch of choler) with great adroitness,
he fell quietly asleep with a glass of liquor in
his hand, which he could not lift to his head.
His laughing persecutor made a speech over him,
and turning to the opposite side of the room,
where they were all sleeping in the midst of this
“loud and furious fun,” said, “There’s a scene,
by G—d, for Hogarth to paint. I think he and
Shakspeare were our two best men at copying
life.” This confirmed me in my good opinion
of him. Hogarth, Shakspeare, and Nature, were
just enough for him (indeed for any man) to
know. I said, “ You read Cobbett, don’t you ?
At least,” says I, “you talk just as well as he
writes.” He seemed to doubt this. But I said,
“ We have an hour to spare: if you’ll get pen,
ink, and paper, and keep on talking, I'll write
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down what you say ; and if it doesn’t make a
capital ¢ Political Register,” I'll forfeit my head.
You have kept me alive to-night, however.
I don’t know what I should have done without
you.” He did not dislike this view of the thing,
nor my asking if he was not about the size of
Jem Belcher ; and told me soon afterwards, in
the confidence of friendship, that “ the circum-
stance which had given him nearly the greatest
concern in his life, was Cribb’s beating Jem
after he had lost his eye by racket playing.”
—The morning dawns; that dim but yet clear
light appears, which weighs like solid bars of
metal on the sleepless eyelids; the guests drop
down from their chambers one by one—but it
was too late to think of going to bed now (the
clock was on the stroke of seven), we had nothing
for it but to find a barber’s (the pole that
glittered in the morning sun lighted us to his
shop), and then a nine miles’ march to Hunger-
ford. The day was fine, the sky was blue, the
mists were retiring from the marshy ground, the
path was tolerably dry, the sitting-up all night
had not done us much harm—at least the cause
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was good; we talked of this and that with _ . \

amicable difference, roving and sipping of many

subjects, but still invariably we returned to the

fight. At length, a mile to the left of Hunger-
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ford, on a gentle eminence, we saw the ring
surrounded by covered carts, gigs, and carriages,
of which hundreds had passed us on the road;
Toms gave a youthful shout, and we hastened
down a narrow lane to the scene of action.
Reader, have you ever seen a fight? If not,
you have a pleasure to come, at least if it is a
fight like that between the Gas-man and Bill
Neate. The crowd was very great when we
arrived on the spot ; open carriages were coming
up, with streamers flying and music playing,
and the country-people were pouring in over
hedge and ditch in all directions, to see their
hero beat or be beaten. The odds were still on
Gas, but only about five to four. Gully had
been down to try Neate, and had backed him
considerably, which was a damper to the san-
guine confidence of the adverse party. About
two hundred thousand pounds were pending.
The Gas says, he has lost 3000/. which were
promised him by different gentlemen if he had
won. He had presumed too much on himself,
which had made others presume on him. This
spirited and formidable young fellow seems to
have taken for his motto the old maxim, that
“there are three things necessary to success in
life—Impudence! Impudence! Impudence!” It
is so in matters of opinion, but not in the Fancy,
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which is the most practical of all things, though
even here confidence is half the battle, but only
half. Our friend had vapoured and swaggered
too much, as if he wanted to grin and bully his
adversary out of the fight. ¢ Alas! the Bristol
man was not so tamed !”—¢ This is the grave-
digger” (would Tom Hickman exclaim in the
moments of intoxication from gin and success,
shewing his tremendous right hand), “this will
send many of them to their long "homes; I

haven’t done with them yet!” Why should he _2

—though he had licked four of the best ten
within the hour, yet why should he threaten to
inflict dishonourable chastisement on my old

master Richmond, a veteran going off the stage, |

and who has borne his sable honours meekly ?
Magnanimity, my dear Tom, and bravery, should
be inseparable. Or why should he go up to his
antagonist, the first time he ever saw him at the
Fives Court, and measuring him from head to
foot with a glance of contempt, as Achilles
surveyed Hector, say to him, ¢ What, are you
Bill Neate? I'll knock more blood out of that
great carcase of thine, this day fortnight, than
you ever knock’d out of a bullock’s!” It was
not manly, ’twas not fighter-like. If he was
sure of the victory (as he was not), the less said
about it the better. Modesty should accompany
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the Fancy as its shadow. The best men were
always the best behaved. Jem Belcher, the
Game Chicken (before whom the Gas-man could
not have lived) were civil, silent men. So is
Cribb, so is Tom Belcher, the most elegant of
sparrers, and not a man for every one to take by
the nose. I enlarged on this topic in the mail
(while Turtle was asleep), and said very wisely
(as I thought) that impertinence was a part of
. no profession. A boxer was bound to beat his
’ man, but not to thrust his fist, either actually or
by implication, in every one’s face. Even a
highwayman, in the way of trade, may blow out
your brains, but if he uses foul language at the

same time, I should say he was no gentleman.
~ Aboxer, I would infer, need not be a blackguard
. or a coxcomb, more than another. Perhaps I
" press this point too much on a fallen man—Mr
Thomas Hickman has by this time learnt that
first of all lessons, “ That man was made to
mourn.” He has lost nothing by the late fight
but his presumption; and that every man may
do as well without! By an over-display of this
quality, however, the public had been prejudiced
against him, and the knowing-ones were taken
in. Few but those who had bet on him wished
Gas to win. With my own prepossessions on
the subject, the result of the 11th of December
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appeared to me as fine a piece of poetical justice
a8 I had ever witnessed. The difference of
weight between the two combatants (14 stone to
12) was nothing to the sporting men. Great, |
heavy, clumsy, long-armed Bill Neate kicked
the beam in the scale of the Gas-man’s vanity.
The amateurs were frightened at his big words,
and thought they would make up for the
difference of six feet and five feet nine. Truly,
the Fancy are not men of imagination. They
judge of what has been, and cannot conceive
of any thing that is to be. The Gas-man had
won hitherto; therefore he must beat a man
half as big again as himself—and that to a
certainty. Besides, there are as many feuds,
factions, prejudices, pedantic notions in the
Fancy as in the state or in the schools.
Mr Gully is almost the only cool, sensible man
among them, who exercises an unbiassed discre-
tion, and is not a slave to his passions in these
matters. But enough of reflections, and to our
tale. The day, as I have said, was fine for a
December morning. The grass was wet, and
the ground miry, and ploughed up with multi-
tudinous feet, except that, within the ring itself,
there was a spot of virgin-green closed in and
unprofaned by vulgar tread, that shone with

dazzling brightness in the mid-day sun. For it
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was now noon, and we had an hour to wait.
This is the trying.time. It is then the heart
sickens, as you think what the two champions
are about, and how short a time will determine
their fate. After the first blow is struck, there
is no opportunity for nervous apprehensions;
you are swallowed up in the immediate interest
of the scene—but
¢ Between the acting of a dreadful thing

And the first motion, all the interim is
‘Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream.”

I found it so as I felt the sun’s rays clinging to
my back, and saw the white wintry clouds sink
below the verge of the horizon. So, I thought,
my fairest hopes have faded from my sight !—
so will the Gas-man’s glory, or that of his
adversary; vanish in an hour.” The swells were
parading in their white box-coats, the outer
ring was cleared with some bruises on the heads
and shins of the rustic assembly (for the cockneys

had been distanced by the sixty-six miles); the
time drew near; I had got a good stand; 4 bustle,
a buzz, ran through the crowd; and from the

opposite side entered Neate, between his second
and bottle-holder. He rolled along, swathed in
his loose great coat, his knock-knees bending
under his huge bulk; and, with a modest
cheerful air, threw his hat into the ring. He
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then just looked round, and began quietly to
undress ; when from the other side there was a
similar rush and an opening made, and the Gas-
man came ‘forward with a conscious air of an-
ticipated triumph, too much like the cock-of-
the-walk. He strutted about more than became
a hero, sucked oranges with a sapercilious air,
and threw away the skin with a toss of his head,
and went up and looked at Neate, which was an
act of supererogation. The only sensible thing
he did was, as he strode away from the modern
Ajax, to fling out his arms, as if he wanted to
try whether they would do their work that day.
By this time they had stripped, and presented
a strong contrast in appearance. If Neate was
like Ajax, “with Atlantean shoulders, fit to
bear” the pugilistic reputation of all Bristol,
Hickman might be compared to Diomed, light,
vigorous, elastic, and his back glistened in the
sun, as he moved about, like a panther’s hide.
There was now a dead pause—attention was
awe-struck. Who at that moment, big with a
great event, did not draw his breath short—did
not feel his heart throb? All was ready. They
tossed up for the sun, and the Gas-man won.
They were led up to the scratch—shook hands
and went at it.

In the first round every one thought it was
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all over. After making play a short time, the
Gas-man flew at his adversary like a tiger,
struck five blows in as many seconds, three first,
and then following him as he staggered back, two
more, right and left, and down he fell, a mighty
ruin. There was a shout, and I said, “Thereisno
standing this.” Neate seemed like a lifeless
lump of flesh and bone, round which the Gas-
man’s blows played with the rapidity of elec-
tricity or lightning, and you imagined he would
only be lifted up to be knocked down again.
It was as if Hickman held a sword or a fire in
that right hand of his, and directed it against
an unarmed body. They met again, and Neate
seemed, not cowed, but particularly cautious.
I saw his teeth clenched together and his brows
knit close against the sun. He held out both
his arms at full length straight before him, like
two sledge-hammers, and raised his left an inch
or two higher. The Gas-man could not get over
this guard—they struck mutually and fell, but
without advantage on either side. It was the
same in the next round; but the balance of
power was thus restored—the fate of the battle
was suspended. No one could tell how it would
end. This was the only moment in which
opinion was divided; for, in the next, the
Gas-man aiming a mortal blow at his adver-
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sary’s neck, with his right hand, and failing
from the length he had to reach, the other
returned it with his left at full swing, planted
a tremendous blow on his cheek-bone and eye-
brow, and made a red ruin of that side of his
face. The Gas-man went down, and there was
another shout—a roar of triumph as the waves
of fortune rolled tumultuously from side to side.
This was a settler. Hickman got up, and
¢ grinned horrible a ghastly smile,” yet he was
evidently dashed in his opinion of himself; it
was the first time he had ever been so punished;
all one side of his face was perfect scarlet,
and his right eye was closed in dingy
blackness, as he advanced to the fight, less
confident, but still determined. After one
or two rounds, not receiving another such
remembrancer, he rallied and went at it with
his former impetuosity. But in vain. His
strength had been weakened, — his blows
could not tell at such a distance,—he was
obliged to fling himself at his adversary, and
could not strike from his feet; and almost
as regularly as he flew at him with his right
hand, Neate warded the blow, or drew back
out of its reach, and felled him with the return_
of his left. | There was little cautious sparring

—no half-hits—no tapping and trifling, none
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of the petit-maitreship of the art—they were
almost all knock-down blows:—the fight was
a good stand-up fight. The wonder was the
half-minute time. If there had been a minute
or more allowed between each round, it would
have been intelligible how they should by
degrees recover strength and resolution; but
to see two men smashed to the ground, smeared
with gore, stunned, senseless, the breath beaten
out of their bodies; and then, before you re-
cover from the shock, to see them rise up with
new strength and courage, stand ready to inflict
or receive mortal offence, and rush upon each
other “like two clouds over the Caspian “—this
is the most astonishing thing of all :—this is
the high and heroic state of man! From this
time forward the event became more certain
every round ; and about the twelfth it seemed
as if it must have been over. Hickman ge-
nerally stood with his back to me; but in the
scuffle, he had changed positions, and Neate
just then made a tremendous lunge at. him,
and hit him full in the face. It was doubtful
whether he would fall backwards or forwards;
he hung suspended for a second or two, and
then fell back, throwing his hands in the
air, and with his face lifted up to the sky. I
never saw any thing more terrific than his aspect
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just before he fell. ~All tracés of life, of natural
expression, were gone from him. His face was
like a human skull, a death’s head, spouting
blood. The eyes were filled with blood, the
nose streamed with blood, the mouth gaped
blood. He was not like an actual man, but
like a preternatural, spectral appearance, or
like one of the figures in Dante’s Inferno.
Yet he fought on after this for several rounds,
still striking the first desperate blow, and Neate
standing on the defensive, and using the same
cautious guard to the last, as if he had still
all his work to do; and it was not till the
Gas-man was so stunned in the seventeenth or
eighteenth round, that his senses forsook him,
and he could not come to time, that the battle
was declared gg.."s Ye who despise the Fancy,/
do something to shew as much pluck, or as
much self-possession as this, before you assume
a superiority which you have never given a
single proof of by any one action in the whole

* Scroggins said of the Gas-man, that he thought he was
a man of that courage, that if his hands were cut off, he
would still fight on with the stumps —like that of Wil-
drington,—
~— ¢ In doleful dumps,
Who, when his legs were smitten off,
Still fought upon his stumps.”
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course of your lives!/— When the Gas-man
came to himself, the first words he uttered were,
“ Where am I ? What is the matter ?”’ * Nothing
is the matter, Tom,—you have lost the battle,
but you are the bravest man alive.” And
Jackson whispered to him, “I am collecting
a purse for you, Tom.”— Vain sounds, and
unheard at that moment! Neate instantly
went up and shook him cordially by the hand,
and seeing some old acquaintance, began to
flourish with his fists, calling out, “ Ah! you
always said I couldn’t fight —What do you
think now?” But all in good humour, and
without any appearance of arrogance; only it
was evident Bill Neate was pleased that he had
won the fight. When it was over, I asked
Cribb if he did not think it was a good one?
He said, “Pretty well!” The carrier-pigeons
now mounted into the air, and one of them
flew with the news of her husband’s victory
to the bosom of Mrs Neate. Alas, for Mrs
Hickman !

Mauis au revoir, as Sir Fopling Flutter says.
I went down with Toms; I returned with Jack
Pigott, whom I met on the ground. Toms is
a rattle-brain ; Pigott is a sentimentalist. Now,
under favour, I am a sentimentalist too—there-
fore 1 say nothing, but that the interest of
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the excursion did not flag as I came back.
Pigott and I marched along the causeway lead-
ing from Hungerford to Newbury, now ob-
serving the effect of a brilliant sun on the
tawny meads or moss-coloured cottages, now
exulting in the fight, now digressing to some
topic of general and elegant literature. My
friend was dressed in character for the oc-
casion, or like one of the Fancy; that is, with a
double portion of great coats; clogs, and over-
hauls: and just as we had agreed with a
couple of country-lads to carry his superfluous
wearing-apparel to the next town, we were
overtaken by a return post-chaise, into which
I got, Pigott preferring a seat on the bar.
There were two strangers already in the chaise,
and on their observing they supposed I had
been to the fight, I said I had, and concluded
they had done the same. They appeared, how-
ever, a little shy and sore on the subject; and
it was not till after several hints dropped; and
questions put, that it turned out that they
had missed it. One of these friends had un-
dertaken to drive the other there in his gig:
they had set out, to make sure work, the day
before at three in the’ afternoon. The owner
of the one-horse vehicle scorned to ask his
way, and drove right on to Bagshot, instead
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of turning off at Hounslow : there they stopped
all night, and set off the next day across the
country to Reading, from whence they took
coach, and got down within a mile or two of
Hungerford, just half an hour after the fight
was over. This might be safely set down as
one of the miseries of human life. We parted
with these two gentlemen who had been to
see the fight, but had returned as they went,
at Wolhampton, where we were promised beds
(an irresistible temptation, for Pigott had passed
the preceding night at Hungerford as we had
done at Newbury), and we turned into an old
bow-windowed parlour with a carpet and a
snug fire; and after devouring a quantity of
tea, toast, and eggs, sat down to consider, during
an hour of philosophic leisure, what we should
have for supper. In the midst of an Epicurean
deliberation between a roasted fowl and mutton
chops with mashed potatoes, we were inter-
rupted by an inroad of Goths and Vandals—
O procul este profani—not real flash-men, but
interlopers, noisy pretenders, butchers from
Tothill-fields, brokers from Whitechapel, who
called immediately for pipes and tobacco, hop-
ing it would not be disagreeable to the gen-
tlemen, and began to insist that it was @ cross.
Pigott withdrew from the smoke and noise
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into another room, and left me to dispute the
point with them for a couple of hours sans
intermission by the dial. The next morning
we rose refreshed ; and on observing that Jack
had a pocket volume in his hand, in which
he read in the intervals of our discourse, I in-
quired what it was, and learned to my parti-
cular satisfaction that it was a volume of the
‘New Eloise.” Ladies, after this, will you con-
tend that a love for the Fancy is incompatible
with the cultivation of sentiment?—We jogged
on as before, my friend setting me up in a
genteel drab great coat and green silk hand-
kerchief (which I must say became me ex-
ceedingly), and after stretching our legs for a
few miles, and seeing Jack Randall, Ned Turner,
and Scroggins, pass on the top of one of the
Bath coaches, we engaged with the driver of
the second to take us to London for the usual
fee. I got inside, and found three other pas-
sengers. One of them was an old gentleman
with an aquiline nose, powdered hair, and a
pigtail, and who looked as if he had played
many a rubber at the Bath rooms. I said to
myself, he is very like Mr Windham; I wish
he would enter into conversation, that I might
hear what fine observations would come from
those finely-turned features. However, nothing
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passed, till, stopping to dine at Reading, some
inquiry was made by the company about the
fight, and I gave (as the reader may believe)
an eloquent and animated description of it.
When we got into the coach again, the old
gentleman, after a graceful exordium, said, he
had, when a boy, been to a fight between the
famous Broughton and George Stevenson, who
was called the Fighting Coachman, in the year
1770, with the late Mr Windham. This be-
ginning flattered the spirit of prophecy within
me, and rivetted my attention. He went
on—* George Stevenson was coachman to a
friend of my father’s. He was an old man
when I saw him some years afterwards. He
took hold of his own arm and said, ¢ there was
muscle here once, but now it is no more than
this young gentleman’s’ He added, ¢ well, no
matter; I have been here long, I am willing
to go hence, and I hope I have done no more
barm than another man.” Once,” said my un-
known companion, I asked him if he had ever
beat Broughton? He said Yes; that he had
fought with him three times, and the last time
he fairly beat him, though the world did not
allow it. ¢I'll tell you how it was, master.
When the seconds lifted us up in the last round,
we were so exhausted that neither of us could
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stand, and we fell upon one another, and as
Master Broughton fell uppermost, the mob
gave it in his favour, and he was said to
have won the battle. But the fact was, that
as his second (John Cuthbert) lifted him up,
he said to him, “I’ll fight no more, I've had
enough ;” which,’” says Stevenson, you know
gave me the victory. And to prove to you
that this was the case, when John Cuthbert
was on his death-bed, and they asked him if
there was’any thing on his mind which he
wished to confess, he answered, « Yes, that there
was one thing he wished to set right, for that
certainly Master Stevenson won that last fight
with Master Broughton; for he whispered him
as he lifted him up in the last round of all,
that he had had enough.”’ ¢ This,” said the
Bath gentleman, * was a bit of human nature ;”
and I have written this account of the fight
on purpose that it might not be lost to the
world. He also stated as a proof of the candour
of mrind in this class of men, that Stevenson
acknowledged that Broughton could have beat
him in his best day; but that he (Broughton)
was getting old in their last rencounter. When
we stopped in Piccadilly, I wanted to ask the
gentleman some questions about the late Mr
VOL. II. Q
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Windham, but had not courage. 1 got out,
resigned my coat and green silk handkerchief
to Pigott (loth to part with these ornaments
of life), and walked home in high spirits.

P.S. Toms called upon me the next day,
to ask me if I did not think the fight was a
complete thing? I said I thought it was. I
hope he will relish my account of it.
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ESSAY XIV.

ON THE WANT OF MONEY.

It is hard to be without money. To get on
without it is like travelling in a foreign country
without a passport—you are stopped, suspected,
and made ridiculous at every turn, besides being
subjected to the most serious inconveniences.
The want of money I here allude to is not alto-
gether that which arises from absolute poverty
—for where there is a downright absence of the
common necessaries of life, this must be reme-
died by incessant hard labour, and the least we
can receive in return is a supply of our daily
wants—but that uncertain, casual, precarious
mode of existence, in which the temptation to
spend remains after the means are exhausted,
the want of money joined with the hope and
possibility of getting it, the intermediate state of
difficulty and suspense between the last guinea
or shilling and the next that we may have the
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good luck to encounter. This gap, this unwel-
come interval constantly recurring, however
shabbily got over, is really full of many anxie-
ties, misgivings, mortifications, meannesses, and
deplorable embarrassments of every description.
I may attempt (this Essay is not a fanciful specu-
lation) to enlarge upon a few of them.

It is hard to go without one’s dinner through
sheer distress, but harder still to go without
one’s breakfast. Upon the strength of that first
and aboriginal meal, one may muster courage to
face the difficulties before one, and to dare the
worst : but to be roused out of one’s warm bed,
and perhaps a profound oblivion of care, with
golden dreams (for poverty does not prevent
golden dreams), and told there is nothing for
breakfast, is cold comfort for which one’s half-
strung merves are not prepared, and throws a
damp upon the prospects of the day. It is a
bad beginning. A man without a breakfast is a
poor creature, unfit to go in search of one, to
meet the frown of the world, or to borrow a
shilling of @ friend. He may beg at the corner
of a street—mothing is too mean for the tone of
his feelings—robbing on the highway is out of
the question, as requiring too much courage,
and some opinion of a man’s self. It is, indeed,
as old Fuller, or some worthy of that age, ex-
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presses it, “the heaviest stone which melancholy
can throw at a man,” to learn, the first thing
after he rises in the morning, or even to be
dunned with it in bed, that there is no loaf, tea,
or butter in the house, and that the baker, the
grocer, and butterman have refused to give any
farther credit. This is taking one sadly at a
disadvantage. It is striking at one’s spirit and
resolution in their very source,—the stomach—
it is attacking one on the side of hunger and
mortification at once; it is casting one into the
very mire of humility and Slough of Despond.
The worst is, to know what face to put upon the
matter, what excuse to make to the servants,
what answer to send to the tradespeople;
whether to laugh it off, or be grave, or angry,
or indifferent ; in short, to know how to parry
off an evil which you cannot help. What a
luxury, what a God’s-send in such a dilemma, to
find a half-crown which had slipped through a
hole in the lining of your waistcoat, a crumpled
bank-note in your breeches-pocket, or a guinea
clinking in the bottom of your trunk, which had
been thoughtlessly left there out of .a former
heap! Vain hope! Unfounded illusion! The
experienced in such matters know better, and
laugh in their sleeves at so improbable a sug-
gestion. Not a corner, not a cranny, not a
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pocket, not a drawer has been left unrummaged,
or has not been subjected over and over again to
more than the strictness of a custom-house
scrutiny. Not the slightest rustle of a piece of
bank-paper, not the gentlest pressure of a piece
of hard metal, but would have given notice of
its hiding-place with electrical rapidity, long
before, in such circumstances. All the variety
of pecuniary resources, which form a legal ten-
der in the current coin of the realm, are as-
suredly drained, exhausted to the last farthing
before this time. But is there nothing in the
house that one can turn to account? Is there
not an old family-watch, or piece of plate, or a
ring, or some worthless trinket that one could
part with ? nothing belonging to one’s-self or a
friend, that one could raise the wind upon, till
something better turns up? At this moment an
old-clothes man passes, and his deep, harsh tones
sound like a premeditated insult on one’s distress,
and banish the thought of applying for his as-
sistance, as one’s eye glances furtively at an old
hat or a great coat, hung up behind a closet-
door. Humiliating contemplations! Miserable
uncertainty! One hesitates, and the opportu-
nity is gone by; for without one’s breakfast, one
has not the resolution to do any thing!—The
late Mr Sheridan was often reduced to this un-
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pleasant predicament. Possibly he had little
appetite for breakfast himself; but the servants
complained bitterly on this head, and said that
Mrs Sheridan was sometimes kept waiting for a
couple of hours, while they had to hunt through
the neighbourhood, and beat up for coffee, eggs,
and French rolls. The same perplexity in this
instance appears to have extended to the pro-
viding for the dinner; for so sharp-set were
they, that to cut short a debate with a butcher’s
apprentice about leaving a leg of mutton with-
out the money, the cook clapped it into the pot:
the butcher’s boy, probably used to such en-
counters, with equal coolness took it out again,
and marched off with it in his tray in triumph.
It required a man to be the author of ¢The
School for Scandal,’ to run the gauntlet of
such disagreeable occurrences every hour of the
day.*

# Taylor, of the Opera House, used to say of Sheridan,
that he could not pull off his hat to him in the street without
its costing him fifty pounds; and if he stopped to speak to
him, it was a hundred. No one could be a stronger instance
than he was of what is, called living from hand to mouth. He
was always in want of money, though he received vast sums
which he must have disbursed ; and yet nobody can tell what
be¢ame of them, for he paid nobody. He spent his wife’s
fortune (sixteen hundred pounds) in a six weeks’ jaunt to
Bath, and returned to town as poor as a rat. Whenever he
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The going without a dinner is another of the
miseries of wanting money, though one can

and his son were invited out into the country, they always
went in two post chaises and four; he in one, and his son
Tom following in another. This is the secret of those who
live in & round of extravagance, and are at the same time
always in debt and difficulty—they throw away all the ready
money they get upon any new-fangled whim or project that
comes in their way, and never think of paying off old scores,
which of course accumulate to a dreadful amount. ¢ Such
gain the cap of him who makes them fine, yet keeps his book
uncrossed.” Bheridan once wanted to take Mrs Sheridan a
very handsome dress down into the country, and went to
Barber and Nunn’s to order it, saying he must have it by
such a day, but promising they should have ready money.
Mrs Barber (I think it was) made answer that the time was
short, but that ready money was a very charming thing, and
that he should have it. Accordingly, at the time appointed
she brought the dress, which came to five-and-twenty pounds,
and it was sent in to Mr Sheridan, who sent out a Mr Grimm
(one of his jackalls) to say he admired it exceedingly, and
that he was sure Mrs Sheridan would be delighted with it,
but he was sorry to bave nothing under a hundred pound
bank-note in the house. She said she had come provided
for such an accident, and could give change for a hundred,
two hundred, or five hundred pound note, if it were neces-
sary. Grimm then went back to his principal for farther in-
structions; who made an excuse that he had no stamped re-
ceipt by him. For this, Mrs B. said she was also provided ;
she had brought one in her pocket. At each message, she
could hear them laughing heartily in the next room, at the
idea of having met with their match for once ; and presently
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bear up against this calamity better than the
former, which really “ blights the tender blos-

after, Sheridan came out in high good humour, and paid her
the amount of her bill, in ten, five, and one pound notes. Once
when a creditor brought him a bill for. payment, which had
often been presented before, and the man complained of its
soiled and tattered state, and said he was quite ashamed to
see it, “I'll tell you what I'd advise you to do with it, my
friend,” said Sheridan, *take it home, and write it upon
parchment!” He once mounted a horse which a horse-
dealer was showing off near a coffee-house at the bottom of
St James’s street, rode it to Tattersall’s, and sold it, and
walked quietly back to the spot from which he set out. The
owner was furious, swore he would be the death of him ;
and, in a quarter of an hour afterwards they were seen sit-
ting together over a bottle of wine in the coffee-house, the
horse-jockey with the tears running-down his face at Sheri-
dam’s jokes, and almost ready to hug him as an honest fellow.
Sheridan’s house and lobby were beset with duns every morn-
ing, who were told that Mr Sheridan was not yet up, and
shown into the several rooms on each side of the entrance.
As soon as he had breakfasted, he asked, * Are those doors
all shut, John ?” and, being assured they were, marched out
very deliberately between them, to the astonishment of his
self-invited guests, who soon found the bird was flown. I
have heard one of his old city friends declare, that such was
the effect of his frank, cordial manner, and insinuating elo-
quence, that he was always afraid to go to ask him for a debt
of long standing, lest he should borrow twice as much. A
play had been put off one night, or a favourite actor did not
appear, and the audience demanded to have their money
back again : but when they came to the door, they were told
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som and promise of the day.” With one good
meal, one may hold a parley with hunger and

by the check-takers there was none for them, for that Mr
Sheridan had been in the mean time, and had carried off all
the money in the till. He used often to get the old cobbler
who kept a stall under the ruins of Drury Lane to broil a
beef-steak for him, and take their dinner together. On the
night that Drury Lane was burnt down, Sheridan was in the
House of Commons, making a speech, though he could
hardly stand without leaning his hands on the table, and it
was with some difficulty he was forced away, urging the plea,
¢ What signified the concerns of a private individual, com-
pared to the good of the state?” When he got to Covent
Garden, he went into the Piazza Coffee-house, to steady
himself with another bottle, and then strolled out to the end
of the Piazza to look at the progress of the fire. Here he
was accosted by Charles Kemble and Fawcett, who compli-
mented him on the calmness with which he seemed to regard
s0 great a loss. He declined this praise, and said—¢ Gen-
tlemen, there are but three things in human life that in my
opinion ought to disturb a wise man’s patience. The first of
these is bodily pain, and that (whatever the ancient stoics
may have said to the contrary) is too much for any man to
bear without flinching : this I have felt severely, and I know
it to be the case. The second is the loss of a friend whom
you have dearly loved ; that, gentlemen, is a great evil : this
I have also felt, and I know it to be too much for any man’s
fortitude. And the third is the consciousness of having done
an unjust action. That, gentlemen, is a great evil, a very
great evil, too much for any man to endure the reflection of ;
but that ” (laying his hand upon his heart,) “ but that, thank
God, I have never felt]” I havg been told that these were
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moralize upon temperance. One has time to
turn one’s-self and look about one—to “screw
one’s courage to the sticking-place,” to graduate
the scale of disappointment, and stave off appe-
tite till supper-time. You gain time, and time
in this weather-cock world is every thing. You
may dine at two, or at six, or seven—as most
convenient. You may in the meanwhile receive
an invitation to dinner, or some one (not know- .
ing how you are circumstanced) may send you
a present of a haunch of venison or a brace
of pheasants from the- country, or a distant rela-
tion may die and leave you a legacy, or a
patron may call and overwhelm you with his
smiles and bounty,

“ As kind as kings upon their coronation-day ;”

or there is no saying what may happen. One
may wait for dinner—breakfast admits of no

nearly the very words, except that he appealed to the mens
conscia recti very emphatically three or four times over, by
an excellent authority, Mr Mathews the player, who was on
the spot at the time,—a gentleman whom the public admire
deservedly, but with whose real talents and nice discrimina
tion of character his friends only are acquainted. Sheridan’s
reply to the watchman who had picked him up in the street,
and who wanted to know who he was, *I am Mr Wilber-
force | "—is well known, and shews that, however frequently
he might be at a loss for money, he never wanted wit !
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delay, of no interval interposed between that
and our first waking thoughts.* Besides, there
are shifts and devices, shabby and mortifying
enough, but still available in case of need.
How many expedients are there in this great
city, time out of mind and times without
number, resorted to by the dilapidated and
thrifty speculator, to get through this grand
difficulty without utter failure! One may dive
into a cellar, and dine on boiled beef and carrots
for tenpence, with the knives and folks chained
to the table, and jostled by greasy elbows that
seem to make such a precaution not unnecessary
(hunger is proof against indignity !)—or one
may contrive to part with a superfluous article
of wearing apparel, and carry home a mutton-
chop and cook it in a garret; or one may drop
in at a friend’s at the dinner-hour, and be asked
to stay or not; or one may walk out and take a
turn in the Park, about the time, and return
home to tea, so as at least to avoid the sting of
the evil—the appearance of not having dined.
You then have the laugh on your side, having
deceived the gossips, and can submit to the
want of a sumptuous repast without murmuring,

¢ In Scotland, it seems, the draught of ale or whiskey with

which you commence the day, is emphatically called “ tak-
ing your morning.”
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having saved your pride, and made a virtue of
necessity. I say all this may be done by a man
without a family (for what business has a man
without money with one 7—Sce English Malthus
and Scolch Macculloch—and it is only my in-
tention here to bring forward such instances
of the want of money as are tolerable both
in theory and practice. I once lived on coffee
(as an experiment) for a fortnight together,
while I was finishing the copy of a half-length
portrait of a Manchester manufacturer, who
died worth a plam. I rather slurred over the
coat, which was a reddish brown, “of formal
cut,” to receive my five guineas, with which I
went to market myself, and dined on sausages
and mashed potatoes, and while they were
getting ready, and I could hear them hissing in
the pan, read a volume of ¢ Gil Blas,’ containing
the account of the fair Aurora. This was in
the days of my youth. Gentle reader, do not
smile! Neither Monsieur de Very, nor Louis
XVIIL, over an oyster-paté, nor Apicius himself,
ever understood the meaning of the word
luzury, better than I did at that moment! If
the want of money has its drawbacks and dis-
advantages, it is not without its contrasts and
counterbalancing effects, for which I fear
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nothing else can make us amends. Amelia’s
hashed mutton is immortal ; and there is some-
thing amusing, though carried to excess and
caricature (which is very unusual with the
author) in the contrivance of old Caleb, in ¢ The
Bride of Lammermuir,” for raising the wind
at breakfast, dinner, and supper-time. I recol-
lect a ludicrous instance of a disappointment
in a dinner which happened to a person of my
acquaintance some years ago. He was not only
poor but a very poor creature, as wil]l be
imagined. His wife had laid by fourpence
(their whole remaining stock) to pay for the
baking of a shoulder of mutton and potatoes,
which they had in the house, and on her return
home from some errand, she found he had
expended it in purchasing a new string for
a guitar. On this occasion a witty friend quoted
the lines from Milton :—

“ And ever against eating cares,
Wrap me in soft Lydian airs!”

Defoe, in his ¢Life of Colonel Jack,” gives
a striking pictdre of his young beggarly hero
sitting with his companion for the first time
in his life at a three-penny ordinary, and the
delight with which he relished the hot smoking
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soup, and the airs with which he called about
him—* and every time,” he says, “we called
for bread, or beer, or whatever it might be, the
waiter answered, ¢ coming, gentlemen, coming ;’
and this delighted me more than all the rest !”
It was about this time, as the same pithy author
expresses it, “the Colonel took upon him to
wear a shirt!” Nothing can be finer than the
whole of the feeling conveyed in the commence-
ment of this novel, about wealth and finery from
the immediate contrast of privation and poverty.
One would think it a labour, like the Tower of
- Babel, to build up a beau and a fine gentleman
about town. The little vagabond’s admiration
of the old man at the banking-house, who sits
surrounded by heaps of gold as if it were a
dream or poetic vision, and his own eager
anxious visits, day by day, to the hoard he had
deposited in the hollow tree, are in the very
foremost style of truth and nature. See the
same intense feeling expressed in Luke’s ad-
dress to his riches, in the ‘City Madam,” and
in the extraordinary raptures of the ¢Spanish
Rogue’ in contemplating and hugging his
ingots of pure gold and Spanish pieces of eight :
to which Mr Lamb has referred in excuse for
the rhapsodies of some of our elder poets on this
subject, which to our present more refined and
VOL. IL R
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tamer apprehensions sound like blasphemy.* In
earlier- times, before the diffusion of luxury, of
knowledge, and other sources of enjoyment had
become common, and acted as a diversion to
the cravings of avarice, the passionate admi-
ration, the idolatry, the hunger and thirst of
wealth and all its precious symbols, was a kind
of madness or hallucination, and Mammon was
truly worshipped as a god !

It is among the miseries of the want of
money, not to be able to pay your reckoning at
an inn—or, if you have just enough to do that,
to have nothing left for the waiter;—to be.
stopped at a turnpike gate, and forced to turn
back ;—not to venture to call a hackney-coach
in a shower of rain—(when you have only one
shilling left yourself, it is a dore to have it
taken out of your pocket by a friend, who comes
into your house eating peaches in a hot sum-
mer’s-day, and desiring you to pay for the
coach in which he visits you) ;—not to be able
to purchase a lottery-ticket, by which you
might make your fortune, and get out of all
your difficulties;—or to find a letter lying for
you at a country post-office, and not to have
money in your pocket to free it, and be obliged

* Shylock’s lamentation over the loss of “his daughter
and his ducats,” is another case in point.
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to retarn for it the next day. The letter so
unseasonably withheld may be supposed to con-
tain money, and in this case there is a foretaste,
a sort of actual possession taken through the
thin folds of the paper and the wax, which
in some measure indemnifies us for the delay :
the bank-note, the post-bill seems to smile upon
us, and shake hands through its prison bars;—
or it may be a love-letter, and then the tantaliz-
ation is at its height: to be deprived in this
manner of the only consolation that can make
us amends for the want of money, by this very
want—to fancy you see the name—to try to get
a peep at the hand-writing—to touch the seal,
and yet not dare to break it open—is provoking
indeed — the climax of amorous and gentle-
manly distress. Players are sometimes reduced
to great extremity, by the seizure of their
scenes and dresses, or (what is called) the pro-
perty of the theatre, which hinders them from
acting ; as authors are prevented from finishing
a work, for want of money to buy the books
necessary to be consulted on some material
point or circumstance, in the progress of it.
There is a set of poor devils, who live upon
a printed prospectus of a work that never will be
written, for ‘which they solicit your name and
half-a-crown. Decayed actresses take an annual
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benefit at one of the theatres ; there are patriots
who live upon periodical subscriptions, and
critics who go about the country lecturing on
poetry. I confess I envy none of these; but
there are persons who, provided they can live,
care not how they live—who are fond of display,
even when it implies exposure; who court
notoriety under every shape, and embrace the
public with - demonstrations of wantonness.
There are genteel beggars, who send up a
well-penned epistle requesting the loan of a
shilling. Your snug bachelors and retired
old-maids pretend they can distinguish the
knock of one of these at their door. I scarce
know which I dislike the most—the patronage
that affects to bring premature genius into
notice, or that extends its piecemeal, formal
charity towards it in its decline. I hate your
Literary Funds, and Funds for Decayed Artists—
they are corporations for the encouragement of
meanness, pretence, and insolence. Of all
people, I cannot tell how it is, but players
appear to me the best able to do without money.
They are a privileged class. If not exempt
from the common calls of necessity and business,
they are enabled “by their so potent art” to
soar above them. As they make imaginary ills
their own, real ones become imaginary, sit light



ON THE WANT OF MONEY. 245

upon them, and are thrown off with compara-

. tively little trouble. Their life is theatrical—

its various accidents are the shifting scenes of
a play—rags and finery, tears and laughter,
a mock-dinner or a real one, a crown of jewels
or of straw, are to them nearly the same. I am.
sorry I cannot carry on this reasoning to actors
who are past their prime. The gilding of their
profession is then worn off, and shows the false
metal beneath ; vanity and hope (the props of
their existence) have had their day; their
former gaiety and carelessness serve as a foil to
their present discouragements; and want and
infirmities press upon them at once. “ We know
what we are,” as Ophelia says, “but we know
not what we shall be.” A workhouse seems the
last resort of poverty and distress—a parish-
pauper is another name for all that is mean and
to be deprecated in human existence. But that
name is but an abstraction, an average term —
“ within that lowest deep, a lower deep may
open to receive us.” I heard not long ago of a
poor man, who had been for many years a re-
spectable tradesman in London, and who was com-
pelled to take shelter in one of those receptacles
of age and wretchedness, and who said he could
be contented with it—he had his regular
meals, a nook in the chimney, and a coat to
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his back—Dbut he was forced to lie three in a bed,
and one of the three was out of his mind and
crazy, and his great delight was, when the others
fell asleep, to tweak their noses, and flourish his
night-cap over their heads, so that they were
obliged to lie awake, and hold him down between
them. One should be quite mad to bear this.
To what a point of insignificance may not human
life dwindle! To what fine, agonizing threads
will it not cling! Yet this man had been a lover
in his youth, in a humble way, and still begins
his letters to an old maid (his former flame), who
sometimes comforts him by listening to his com-
plaints, and treating him to a dish of weak tea,
“ My pear Miss Nawcy !”

Another of the greatest miseries of a want
of money, is the tap of a dun at your door, or
the previous silence when you expect it—the
uneasy sense of shame at the approach of your
tormentor ; the wish to meet, and yet to shun
the encounter ; the disposition to bully, 'yet the
fear of irritating ; the real and the sham excuses ;
the submission to impertinence ; the assurances
of a speedy supply; the disingenuousness you
practise on him and on yourself; the degrada-
tion in the eyes of others and your own. Oh!
it is wretched to have to confront a just and oft-
repeated demand, and to be without the means
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to satisfy it; to deceive the confidence that has
been placed in you; to forfeit your credit; to
be placed at the power of another, to be indebted
to his lenity ; to stand convicted of having played
the knave or the fool; and to have no way left
to escape contempt but by incurring pity. The
suddenly meeting a creditor on turning the
corner of a street, whom you have been trying
to avoid for months, and had persuaded you
were several hundred miles off, discomposes the
features and shatters the nerves for some time.
It is also a serious annoyance to be unable to
repay a loan to a friend, who is in want of it—
nor is it very pleasant to be so hard run, as to be
induced to request a repayment. It is difficult
to decide the preference between debts of honour
and legal demands; both are bad enough, and
almost a fair excuse for driving any ome into
the hands of money-lenders—to whom an
application, if successful, is accompanied with a
sense of being in the vulture’s gripe—a reflection
akin to that of those who formerly sold them-
selves to the devil—or, if unsuccessful, is ren-
dered doubly galling by the smooth, civil leer
of cool contempt with which you are dismissed,
as if they had escaped from your clutches—not
you from theirs. If any thing can be added to
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the mortification and distress arising from
straitened circumstances, it is when vanity comes
in to barb the dart of poverty—when you have
a picture on which you had calculated, rejected
from an exhibition, or a manuscript returned on
your hands, or a tragedy damned, at the very
instant when your cash and credit are at the
lowest ebb. This forlorn and “helpless feeling
bas reached its acme in the prison-scene in
Hogarth’s ¢Rake’s Progress,’ where his un-
fortunate hero has just dropped the Manager’s
letter from his hands, with the laconic answer
written in it :—* Your play has been read, and
won’t do.”* To feel poverty is bad ; but to feel
it with the additional sense of our incapacity to
shake it off, and that we have not merit enough
to retrieve our circumstances—and, instead of
being held up to admiration, are exposed to
persecution and insult—is the last stage of
human infirmity. We have heard it remarked,
that the most pathetic story in the world
is that of Smollett’s fine gentleman and lady in
gaol, who have been roughly handled by the mob
for some paltry attempt at raising the wind, and

* It is provoking enough, and makes one look like a fool, to
receive a printed notice of a blank in the last lottery, with
a postseript hoping for your future favours.
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she exclaims in extenuation of the pitiful figure
he cuts, “Ah! he was a fine fellow once !”

It is justly remarked by the poet, that poverty
has no greater inconvenience attached to it than
that of making men ridiculous. It not only has
this disadvantage with respect to ourselves, but
it often shews us others in a very contemptible
point of view. People are not soured by mis-
fortune, but by the reception they meet with
in it. When we do not want assistance, every
one is ready to obtrude it on us, as if it were
advice. If we do, they shun us instantly. They
anticipate the increased demand on their sym-
pathy or bounty, and escape from it as from a
falling house. It is a mistake, however, that
we court the society of the rich and prosperous,
merely with a view to what we can get from
them. We do so, because there is something in
external rank and splendour that gratifies and
imposes on the imagination ; just as we prefer
the company of those who are in good health
and spirits to that of the sickly and hypochon-
driacal, or as we would rather converse with a
beautiful woman than with an ugly one. I never
knew but one man who would lend his money
freely and fearlessly in spite of circumstances
(if you were likely to pay him, he grew peevish,
and would pick a quarrel with you). Ican only
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account for this from a certain sanguine buoy-
ancy and magnificence of spirit, not deterred by
distant consequences, or damped by untoward
appearances. I have been told by those who
shared of the same bounty, that it was not owing
to generosity, but ostentation—if so, he kept his
ostentation a secret from me, for I never received
a hint or a look from which I could infer that I
was not the lender, and he the person obliged.
Neither was I expected to keep in the back-
ground or play an under part. On the contrary,
I was encouraged to do my best; my dormant
faculties roused, the ease of my circumstances
was on condition of the freedom and indepen-
dence of my mind, my lucky hits were ap-
plauded, and I was paid to shine. I am not
ashamed of such patronage as this, nor do I
regret any circumstance relating to it but its
termination. People endure existence even in
Paris: the rows of chairs on the Boulevards
are gay with smiles and dress: the saloons
are brilliant; at the theatre there is Made-
moiselle Mars—what is all this to me? After
a certain period, we live only in the past. Give
me back one single evening at Boxhill, after a
stroll in the deep-empurpled woods, before
Bonaparte was yet beaten, with wine of attic
taste,” when wit, beauty, friendship presided at
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the board! But no! Neither the time nor
friends that are fled can be recalled !—Poverty
is the test of sincerity, the touchstone of civility.
Even abroad, they treat you scurvily if your
remittances do not arrive regularly, and though
you have hitherto lived like a Milord Anglais.
The want of money loses us friends not worth
the keeping, mistresses who are naturally jilts
or coquets; it cuts us out of society, to which
dress and equipage are the only introduction ;
and deprives us of a number of luxuries and
advantages of which the only good is, that they
can only belong to the possessors of a large
fortune. Many people are wretched because
they have not money to buy a fine horse, or to
hire a fine house, or to keep a carriage, or to
purchase a diamond necklace, or to go to a race-
ball, or to give their servants new liveries. I
cannot myself enter into all this. If I can lve
to think, and think to live, ] am satisfied. Some
want to possess pictures, others to collect
libraries. All I wish is, sometimes, to see the
one and read the other. Gray was mortified
because he had not a hundred pounds to bid for
a curious library ; and the Duchess of —— has
immortalized herself by her liberality on that
occasion, and by the handsome compliment she
addressed to the poet, that “if it afforded him
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any satisfaction, she had been more than paid,
by her pleasure in reading the ‘Elegy in'a
Country Church-yard.””

Literally and truly, one cannot get on well
in the world without money. To be in want of
it, is to pass through life with little credit
or pleasure ; it is to live out of the world, or to
be despised if you come into it; it is not to be
sent for to court, or asked out to dinner, or
noticed in the street; it is not to have your
opinion consulted or else rejected with con-
tempt, to have your acquirements carped at and
doubted, your good things disparaged, and at
last to lose the wit and the spirit to say them;
it is to be scrutinized by strangers, and neglected
by friends ; it is to be a thrall to circumstances,
an exile in one’s own country; to forego Jeisure,
freedom, ease of body and mind, to be dependent
on the good-will and caprice of others, or earn
a precarious and irksome livelihood by some
laborious employment; it is to be compelled to
stand behind a counter, or to sit at a desk in
some public office, or to marry your landlady,
or not the person you would wish ; or to go out
to the East or West-Indies, or to get a situation
as judge abroad, and return home with a liver-
complaint ; or to be a law-stationer, or a scrivener
or scavenger, or newspaper reporter ; or to read
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law and sit in court without a brief; or to be
deprived of the use of your fingers by transcrib-
ing Greek manuscripts, or to be a seal-engraver
and pore yourself blind ; or to go upon the stage,
or try some of the Fine Arts; with all your
pains, anxiety, and hopes, most probably to fail,
or, if you succeed, after the exertions of years,
and undergoing constant distress of mind and
fortune, to be assailed on every side with envy,
back-biting, and falsehood, or to be a favourite
with the public for awhile, and then thrown in-
to the back-ground—or a gaol, by the fickleness
of taste and some new favourite; to be full
of enthusiasm and extravagance in youth, of
chagrin and disappointment in after-life ; to be
jostled by the rabble because you do not ride in
your coach, or avoided by those who know your
worth and shrink from it as a claim on their
respect or their purse; to be a burden to your
relations, or unable to do anmy thing for them;
to be ashamed to venture into crowds; to have
cold comfort at home; to lose by degrees your
confidence and any talent you might possess;
to grow crabbed, morose, and querulous, dis-
satisfied with every one, but most so with your-
self; and plagued out of your life, to look about
for a place to die in, and quit the world without
any one’s asking after your will. The wiseacres
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will possibly, however, crowd round your coffin,
and raise a monument at a considerable expense,
and after a lapse of time, to commemorate your
genius and your misfortunes !

The only reason why I am disposed to envy
the professions of the church or army is, that
men can afford to be poor in them without
being subjected to insult. A girl with a hand-
some fortune in a country town may marry a
poor lieutenant without degrading herself. An
officer is always a gentleman; a clergyman is
something more. Echard’s book ¢ On the Con-
tempt of the Clergy’ is unfounded. It is surely
sufficient for any set of individuals, raised
above actual want, that their characters are not
merely respectable, but sacred. Poverty, when
it is voluntary, is never despicable, but takes
an heroical aspect. What are the begging
friars? Have they not put their base feet
upon the necks of princes? Money as a luxury
is valuable only as a passport to respect. It
is one instrument of power. Where there are
other admitted and ostensible claims to this, it
becomes superfluous, and the neglect of it is
even admired and looked up to as a mark of
superiority over it. Even a strolling beggar
is a popular character, who makes an open pro-
fession of his craft and calling, and who is
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neither worth a doit nor in want of one.. The
Scotch are proverbially poor and proud: we
know they can remedy their poverty when they
set about it. No one is sorry for them. The
French emigrants were formerly peculiarly sitn-
ated in England. The priests were obnoxious
to the common people on account of their re-
ligion; both they and the nobles, for their
politics. Their poverty and dirt subjected them
to many rebuffs; but their privations being
voluntarily incurred, aud also borne with the
characteristic patience and good-humour of the
nation, screened them from contempt. I little
thought, when 1 used to meet them walking
out in the summer’s-evenings at Somers’ Town,
in their long great coats, their beards covered
with snuff, and their eyes gleaming with min-
gled hope and regret in the rays of the setting
sun, and regarded them with pity bordering
on respect, as the last filmy vestige of the
ancien regime, as shadows of loyalty and su-
perstition still flitting about the earth and
shortly to disappear from it for ever, that
they would one day return over the bleeding
corpse of their country, and sit like harpies,
a polluted triumph, over the tomb of human
liberty! To be a lord, a papist, and poor, is
perhaps to some temperaments a consummation
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devoutly to be wished. There is all the sub-
dued splendour of external rank, the pride of
self-opinion, irritated and goaded on by petty
privations and vulgar obloquy to a degree of
morbid acuteness. Private and public annoy-
ances must perpetually remind him of what
he is, of what his ancestors were (a circum-
stance which might otherwise be forgotten);
must narrow the circle of conscious dignity
more and more, and the sense of personal worth
and pretension must be exalted by habit and
contrast into a refined abstraction—* pure in
the last recesses of the mind” —unmixed with,
or unalloyed by ‘ baser matter!”—It was an
hypothesis of the late Mr Thomas Wedgewood,
that there is a principle of compensation in
the human mind which equalizes all situations,
and by which the absence of any thing only.
gives us a more intense and intimate perception
of the reality; that insult adds to pride, that
pain looks forward to ease with delight, that
hunger already enjoys the unsavoury morsel
that is to save it from perishing ; that want is
surrounded with imaginary riches, like the poor
poet in Hogarth, who has a map of the mines
of Peru hanging on his garret walls; in short,
that “ we can hold a fire in our hand by
thinking on the frosty Caucasus”— but this
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hypothesis, though ingenious and to a certain
point true, is to be admitted only in a limited
and qualified sense.

There are two classes of people that I have
observed who are not so distinct as might
be imagined -—those who cannot keep their
own money in their hands, and those who
cannot keep their hands from other people’s.
The first are always in want of money, though
they do not know what they do with it. They
muddle it away, without method or object, and
without having any thing to show for it. They
have not, for instance, a fine house, but they
hire two houses at a time; they have not a
hot-house in their garden, but a shrubbery
within doors; they do not gamble, but they
purchase a library, and dispose of it when they
move house. A princely benefactor provides
them with lodgings, where, for a time, you
are sure-to find them at home: and they fur-
nish them in a handsome style for those who
are to come after them. With all this sieve-
like economy, they can only afford a leg of
mutton and a single bottle of wine, and are glad
to get a lift in a common stage; whereas with
a little management and the same disburse-
ments, they might entertain a round of com-

VoL. IL s



258 ON THE WANT OF MONEY.

pany and drive a smart tilbury. But they
set no value upon money, and throw it away
on any object or in any manner that first pre-
sents itself, merely to have it off their hands,
so that you wonder what has become’of it. The
second ¢lass above spoken of not only make
away with what belongs to themselves, but you
cannot keep any thing you have from their ra-
pacious grasp. If you refuse to lend them
what you want, they insist that you must: if
you let them have any thing to take charge
of for a time (a print or a bust) they swear
that you have given it them, and that they
have too great a regard for the donor ever to
part with it. You express surprise at their
having run so largely in debt; but where is
the singularity while others continue to lend ?
And how is this to be helped, when the manner
of these sturdy beggars amounts to dragoon-
ing you out of your money, and they will
not go away without your purse, any more
than if they came with a pistol in their hand?
If a person has no delicacy, he has you in his
power, for you necessarily feel some towards
him; and since he will take no denial, you
must comply with his peremptory demands,
or send for a constable, which out of respect
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for his character you will not do. These per-
sons are also poor—I/ight come, light go—and
the bubble bursts at last. Yet if they had
employed the same time and pains in any
laudable art or study that they have in raising
4 surreptitious livelihood, they would have been
respectable, if not rich. It is their facility in
borrowing money that has ruined them. No
one will set heartily to work, who has the face
to enter a strange house, ask the master of it
for a considerable loan, on some plausible and
pompous pretext, and walk off with it in his
pocket. You might as well suspect a highway-
man of addicting himself to hard study in the
intervals of his profession.

There is only one other class of persons
I can think of, in connexion with the subject
of this Essay—those who are always in want
of money from the want of spirit to make
“use of it. Such persons are perhaps more to
be pitied than all the rest. They live in
want, in the midst of plenty—dare not touch
what belongs to them, are afraid to say that
their soul is their own, have their wealth locked
up from them by fear and meanness as effec-
tually as by bolts and bars, scarcely allow them-
selves a coat to their backs or a morsel to eat,
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are in dread of coming to the parish all their
lives, and are not sorry when they die, to think
that they shall no longer be an expense to
themselves—according to the old epigram :

¢ Here lies Father Clarges,
Who died to save charges!”
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ESSAY XV.

ON THE FEELING OF IMMORTALITY IN
YOUTH.

No young man believes he shall ever die. It
was a saying of my brother’s, and a fine one.
There is a feeling of Eternity in youth which
makes us amends for every thmg To be
young is to be as one of the Immortals. One
half of time indeed is spent—the other half
remains in store for us with all its countless
treasures, for there is no line drawn, and we
see no limit to our hopes and wishes. We

make the coming age our own—
¢ The vast, the unbounded prospect lies before us.”

Death, old age, are words without a meaning,
a dream, a fiction, with which we have. nothing
to do. ~ Others may have undergone, or may
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still undergo them— we  bear a charmed life,”
which laughs to scorn all such idle fancies.
As, in setting out on a delightful journey, we
strain our eager sight forward,

¢ Bidding the lovely scenes at distance hail,”

and see no end to prospect after prospect, new
objects presenting themselves as we advance,
so in the outset of life we see no end to our
desires nor #e the opportunities of gratifying
them. We have as yet found no obstacle, no
disposition to flag, and it seems that we can
go on so for ever. We look round in a new
world, full of life and motion, and ceaseless
progress, and feel in ourselves all the vigour
and spirit to keep pace with it, and do not
foresee from any present signs how we shall
be left behind in the race, decline into old age,
and drop into the grave. It is the simplicity
and, as it were, abstractedness of our feelings
in youth that (so to speak) identifies us with
nature and (our experience being weak and
our passions strong) makes us fancy ourselves
immortal like it. Our short-lived connexion
with being, we fondly flatter ourselves, is an
indissoluble and lasting union. As infants smile
and sleep, we are rocked in the cradle of our

desires, and hushed into fancjed -security hy the
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roar of the universe around us—we quaff the
cup of Tife with cager thirst without draining
it, and joy and hope seem ever mantling to
the brim—objects press around us, filling the
mind with their magnitude and with the throng
of desires that wait upon them, so that there
is no room for the thoughts of death. We
are too much dazzled by the gorgeousness and
novelty of the bright waking dream about us

the distance. Nor would the hold that life has ~
taken of us permit us to detach our thoughts
that way even if we conld. We are too much
absorbed in present objects and pursuits. While
the spirit of youth remains unimpaired, ere
“ the wine of life is drunk,” we are like people
intoxicated or in a fever, who are hurried away
by the violence of their own sensations: it is
only as present objects begin to pall upon the
sense, as we have been disappointed in our
favourite pursuits, cut off from our closest ties,
that we by degrees become weaned from the
world, that passion loosens its hold upon fu-
turity, and that we begin to contemplate as in
a glass darkly the possibility of parting with
it for good. Till then, the example of others
has no effect upon us. Casualties we avoid ;
the slow approaches of age we play at hide and

\ s
"‘lv R

£y o

b“« .(

)
¥ oa

CRE IR B,

s,

w20

tq_discern the-dim—shadow lingering for us in 7~ P

4
Lt



266 ON THE FEELING OF

seek with. Like the foolish fat scullion .in
Sterne who hears that Master Bobby is dead,
our only reflection is, “So am not I!” The
idea of death, instead of staggering our con-
fidence, only seems to strengthen and enhance
our sense of the possession and our enjoyment
of life. Others may fall around us like leaves,
or be mowed down by the scythe of Time like
grass: these are but metaphors to the unreflecting
buoyant ears and overweening presumption of
youth. It is not till we see the flowers of Love,
Hope, and Joy withering around us, that we
give up the flattering delusions that before led
us on, and that the emptiness and dreariness
of the prospect before us reconciles us hypo-
thetically to the silence of the grave.

Life is indeed a strange gift, and its privileges
are most mysterious. No wonder when it is
first granted to us, that our gratitude, our ad-
miration, and our delight, should prevent us
from reflecting on our own -nothingness, or
from thinking it will ever be recalled. Our
first and strongest impressions are borrowed
from the mighity scene that is opened to us, and
we unconsciously transfer its durability as well
as its splendour to ourselves. So newly found
we cannot think of parting with it yet, or at
least put off that consideration sime die. Like
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a rustic at a fair, we are full of amazement
and rapture, and have no thought of going
home, or that it will soon be night. We know
our existence only by ourselves, and confound
our knowledge with the objects of it. We and
nature are therefore onme. Otherwise the illu-
gion, the ¢ feast of reason and the flow of soul,”
to which we are invited, is a mockery and a
cruel insult. We do not go from a play tiﬂ‘
the last act is ended, and the lights are about
to be extinguished. But the. fairy face of
nature still shines on: shall we be called away
before the curtain falls, or ere we have scarce
had a glimpse of what is going on? Like
children, our step-mother nature holds us up

to see the raree-show of the universe, and then,
as if we were a burden to her to support, lets
us fall down again. Yet what brave sublunary
things does not this pageant present, like a baly
or fée of the universe !

To see-the golden sun, the azure sky, the
outstretched ocean; to walk upon the green
earth, and to be lord of a thousand creatures ; to
look down yawning precipices or over distant
sunny vales; to see the world spread out under
one’s feet on a map; to bring the stars near; to
view the smallest insects through a microscope ;
to read history, and consider the revolutions
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of empire and the successions of generations; to
hear of the glory of Tyre, of Sidon, of Babylon,
and of Susa, and to say all these were before me
and are now nothing; to say I exist in such
a point of time, and in such a point of space; to
be a spectator and a part of its ever moving
scene ; to witness the change of season, of spring
and autumn, of winter and summer; to feel hot
and cold, pleasure and pain, beauty and de-
formity, right and wrong; to be sensible to the
. accidents of nature ; to consider the mighty world
of eye and ear; to listen to the stock-dove’s
notes amid the forest deep ; to journey over moor
and mountain; to hear the midnight sainted
choir; to visit lighted halls, or the cathedral’s
. gloom, or Slt in crowded thestres and see_ life
\ itself mocked to “study v the works of art,” and

- refine the sense of beauty to ago ; to WOl‘Shlp
fame, and to dream of immortality; to look upon
the Vatican, and to read Shakspeare; to gather
up the wisdom of the ancients, and to pry into
the future; to listen to the. trump of war, the
shout of victory; to question history as to the
movements of the human heart; to seek for
truth; to plead the cause of humanity ;. to over-
look the world as if time and nature poured
their treasureg at our feet,—to be and to do
all this, and then in a moment to be
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nothing—to have it all snatched from us as by a
juggler’s trick, or a phantasmagoria! There is

something in thig_transition from all to nothing
that shocks us and damps the enthusiasm of

youth new flushed with hope and pleasure, and
We cast the comfortléss thought as far from us as
we can. In the first enjoyment of the estate of
life we discard the fear of debts and duns, and
never think of the final payment of our great
debt to nature. Art we know is long, life we"
flatter ourselves should be so too. We see no
end of the difficulties and delays we have to
encounter: perfection is slow of attainment, and
we must have time to accomplish it in. The fame
of the great names we look up to is immortat:
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a portion of etherial fire, the divine particula E e

aure, which nothing can extinguish? A"
wrinkle in Rembrandt or in nature takes whole
days to resolve itself into its component parts,
its softenings and its sharpnesses; we refine
upon our perfections, and unfold the intricacies
of nature. What a prospect for the future!
What a task have we not begun! And shall
" we be arrested in the middle of it? We do not
count .our time thus employed lost or our pains
thrown away; we do not flag or grow tired, but
gain new vigour at our endless task. Shall
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Time then grudge us to finish what we have
begun, and have formed a compact with nature
to do? Why not fill up the blank that is left
us in this manner? I have looked for hours at
a Rembrandt without being conscious of the
flight of time, but with ever new wonder and
delight, have thought that not only my own but
another existence I could pass in the same
manner. This rarefied, refined existence seemed
to have no end, nor stint, nor principle of
decay in it. The print would remain long
after I who looked on it had become the prey
of worms. The thing seems in itself out of all
reason : health, strength, appetite are opposed
to the idea of death, and we are not ready to
credit it till we have found our illusions vanished,
and our hopes grown cold. Objects in youth
from novelty, &c. are stamped upon the brain
with such force and integrity that one thinks
nothing can remove or obliterate them. They
are riveted there, and appear to us as an element
of our nature. It must be a mere violence that
destroys them, not a natural decay. In the
very strength of this persuasion we seem to
enjoy an age by anticipation. We melt down
years into a single moment of intense gympathy,
and by anticipating the fruits defy the ravages
‘of time. If then T §ingle moment of our lives
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is worth years, shall we set any limits to its total
value and extent? Again, does it not happen
that so secure do we think ourselves of an
indefinite period of existence, that at times when
left to ourselves, and impatient of novelty, we
feel annoyed at what seems to us the slow and
creeping progress of time, and argue that if it
always moves at this tedious snail’s pace it will
never come to an end? How ready are we
to sacrifice any space of time which separates
us from a favourite object, little thinking that
before long we shall find it move too fast.

For my part I started in life with the French
Revolution, and I have lived, alas! to see the
end of it. But I did not foresee this result.
My sun arose with the first dawn of liberty, and
I did not think how soon both must set. The
new impulse to ardour given to men’s minds
imparted a congenial warmth and glow to mine ;
we were strong to run a race together, and I
little dreamed that long before mine was set,
the sun of liberty would turn to blood, or set
once more in the night of despotism. Since
then, I confess, I have no longer felt myself
young, for with that my hopes fell.

I have since turned my thoughts to gathering
up some of the fragments of my early recollec-
tions, and putting them into a form to which I
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might occasionally revert. The future was

barred to my progress, and I turned for con-

solation and encouragement to the past. It is

thus that while we find our personal and sub-

stantial identity vanishing from us, we strive to

gain a reflected and vicarious one in our

thoughts: we do mnot like to perish wholly,

~and wish to bequeath our names, at least, to

posterity. As long as we can make our
cherished thoughts and nearest interests live jn

* ‘the minds of others, we do not appear to have

retired altogether from the stage. We still oc-—
cupy the breasts of others, and exert an influence
and power over them, and it is only our bodies
that are reduced to dust and powder. Our
favourite speculations still find encouragement,
and we make as great a figure in the eye of
the world or perhaps a greater than in our life-
time.” The demands of our self-love are thus
~ satisfied, and these are the most imperious and
unremitting.  Besides, if by our intellectua

-superiority we survive ourselves in this world,
by our virtues and faith we may attain an
interest in another, and a higher state of being,
and may thus be recipients at the same time of
men and of angels.

-« E'en from the tomb the voice of nature cries,
E'en in our ashes live their wonted fires.”
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. As we grow old, our sense of the value of time
becomes vivid. Nothing else indeed seems of
any consequence. We can never cease wonder-
ing that that which has ever been should cease
to be. We find many things remain the same:
why then should there be change in us? This
adds a convulsive! grasp of whatever is, a sense
of fallacious hollowness in all we see. Instead -
of the full, pulpy fesling-¢f—youth-testing exist-

- ence and every object in it, all is flat and vapid,
—a whited sepulchre, Jait without but full of

——

ravening gnd all uneleanness-within: The world
is a witch that puts us off with false shows and
appearances. The simplicity of youth, the con-
fiding expectation, the boundless raptures, are
gone: we only think of getting out of it as
well as we can, and without any great mis-
chance or annoyance. The flush of illusion,
even the complacent retrospect of past joys and
hopes, is over : if we can slip out of life without
indignity, can escape with little bodily infirmity,
and frame our minds to the calm and respect-
able composure of still-life before we return to
absolute nothingness, it is as much as we can
expect. We_do_not die wholly at our deaths: .
we have mouldered away gradually long before.
Faculty after faculty, interest after interest,

VOL. II. T
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attachment after attachment disappear: we are
torn from ourselves while living, year after '

year sees us no longer the same, and death

only consigns the last fragment of what we
were to the grave. That we should wear out by -

slow stages, and dwindle at last into nothing,
is not wonderful, when even in our prime our
strongest impressions leave little trace but for
the moment, and we are the creatures of petty
circumstance. How little effect is made on us
in our best days by the books we have read,
the scenes we have witnessed, the sensations

feelings we experience in reading a fine romance
(one of Sir Walter’s, for instance); what beauty,
what sublimity, what interest, what heart-rend-
ing emotions! You would suppose the feelings
you then experience would last for ever, or
subdue the mind to their own harmony and
tone: while we are reading it seems as if
nothing could ever after put us out of our
way, or trouble us:—the first splash of mud
that we get on entering the street, the first
twopence ‘we are cheated out “of,” the -feeling
vanishes clean out of our minds, and we become
the prey. of petty and - annoying circumstance.
The mind soars to the lofty : it is at home
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in the grovelling, the disagreeable, and the
little. And yet we wonder that age should
be feeble and querulons,—that the freshness
of youth should fade away. Both worlds would
hardly satisfy the extravagance of our desires
and our presumption.
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THE MAIN CHANCE.

¢ Search then the ruling passion: there alone
The wild are constant, and the cunning known,
The fool consistent, and the false sincere :
This clue once found unravels all the rest,
The prospect clears, and Wharton stands confest.”
Pork.

I aM one of those who do not think that man-
kind are exactly governed by reason or a cool
calculation of consequences. I rather believe
that habit, imagination, sense, passion, preju-
dice, words, make a strong and frequent diver-
gion from the right line of prudence and wis-
dom. I have been told, however, that these -are
merely the irregularities and exceptions, and
that reason forms the rule or basis; that the
understanding, instead of being the sport of the
capricious and arbitrary decisions of the will,
generally dictates the line of conduct it is to
pursue, and that self-interest or the main chance
is the unvarying load-star of our affections or
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the chief ingredient in all our motives, that
thrown in as ballast gives steadiness and direc-
tion to our voyage through life. I will not take
upon me to give a verdict in this cause as judge;
but I will try to plead one side of it as an advo-
cate, perhaps a biassed and feeble one.

As the passions are said to be subject to the
controul of reason, and as reason is resolved (in
the present case) into an attention to our own
interest or a practical sense of the value of
money, it will not be amiss to inquire how much
of this principle itself is founded in a rational
estimate of things or is calculated for the end it
proposes, or how much of it will turn out (when
analysed) to be mere madness and folly or a
mixture, like all the rest, of obstinacy, whim,
fancy, vanity, ill-nature, and so forth, or a nomi-
nal pursuit of good. This passion or an inordi-
nate love of wealth shews itself, when it is
strong, equally in two opposite ways, in saving
or in spending, in avarice (or stinginess) and in
extravagance. To examine each of their order.
That lowest and most familiar form of covetous-
ness, commonly called stinginess, is at present (it
must be owned) greatly on the wane in civilised
society ; it has been driven out of fashion either
by ridicule and good sense, or by the spread of
luxury, or by supplying the mind with other
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sources of interest, besides those which relate
to the bare means of subsistence, so that it may
almost be considered as a vice or absurdity
struck off the list as a set off to some that in
the change of manners and the progress of dis-
sipation have been brought upon the stage. It
is not, however, so entirely banished from the
world, but that examples of it may be found to
our purpose. It seems to have taken refuge in
the petty provincial towns or in old baronial
castles in the north of Scotland, where it is still
triumphant. To go into this subject some-
in detail. What is more common in these
places than to stint the servants in their
wages, to allowance them in the merest neces- -
saries, never to indulge them with a mor- .
sel of savoury food, and to lock up every thing
from them as if they were thieves or common
vagabonds broke into the house? The natural
consequence is that the mistresses live in con-
tinual hot water with their servants, keep watch-
and ward over them—the pantry being in a state
of siege—grudge them every mouthful, every ap-
pearance of comfort or moment of leisure, and
torment their own souls every minute of their
lives about what if left wholly to itself would
not make a difference of five shillings at the
year'’s end. There are families so notorious for
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this kind of surveillance and meann::ss, that no
servant will go to live with them; for to clench
the matter, they are obliged to stay if they do,
as under these amiable establishments and to
provide against an evasion of their signal ad-
vantages, domestics are never hired but by
the half-year. Cases have been known where
servants have taken a pleasant revenge on their
masters and mistresses without intending it:
where the example of sordid saving and mean-
ness having taken possession of those who in
the first instance were victims to it, they have
conscientiously applied it to the benefit of all
parties, and scarcely sunffered a thing to enter
the house for the whole six months they stayed
in it. To pass over, however, those cases which
may plead poverty as their excuse, what shall
we say to a lady of fortune (the sister of an old-
fashioned Scotch laird) allowing the fruit to
rot in the gardens and hot-houses of a fine old
mansion in large quantities sooner than let any
of it be given away in presents to the neigh-
bours, and when peremptorily ordered by the
master of the house to send a basket-full every
morning to a sick friend, purchasing a small
pottle for the purpose, and satisfying her mind
(an intelligent and well-informed one) with -this
miserable subterfuge? Nay farther, the same



THE MAIN CHANCE. 283

-

person, whenever they had green peas or other
rarities served up at table, could hardly be pre--
vailed on to help the guests to them, but if pos-
sible sent them away, though no other use could
now be made of them, and she would never see
them again! Is there common sense in this;
or is it not more like madness? But is it not,
at the same time, buman nature? Let us
stop to explain a little. In my view, the real
motive of action in this and other similar cases
of grasping penuriousness has no more reference
to self-love (properly so called) than artificial
fruit and flowers have to natural ones. A certain
form or outside appearance of utility may de-
ceive the mind, but the natural, pulpy, whole-
some, nutritious substance, the principle of vital-
ity is gone. To this callous, frigid habit of
mind the real uses of things harden and crystal-
lise ; the pith and marrow are extracted out of
them, leaving nothing but the husk or shell. By
a regular process, the idea of property is gradu-
ally abstracted from the advantage it may be of
even to ourselves; and to a well-drilled, tho-
rough-bred Northern house-keeper (such as I
have spoken of) the fruits or other produce
of her garden would come at last to be
things no more to be eaten or enjoyed than
her jewels or trinkets, which are professedly
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of no use but to be kept as symbols of
wealth, to be occasionally looked at, and care-
fully guarded from the approach of any unhal-
lowed touch. The calculation of consequences
or of benefit to accrue to any living person is so
far from being the main-spring in this mechan-
ical operation that it is never once thought of,
or regarded with peevishness and impatience as
an unwelcome intruder, because it must natu-
rally divert the mind from the warped and false
bias it has taken. The feeling of property is
here removed from the sphere of practice
to a chimerical and fictitious one. In the case
of not sending the fruit out of the house, there
might be some lurking idea of its being possibly
wanted at home, that it might be sent to some
one else, or made up into conserves: but when
different articles of food are actually placed on
the table, to hang back from using or offering
them to others, is a deliberate infatuation. They
must be destroyed, they could not appear again ;
and yet this person’s heart failed her and shrunk
back from the only opportunity of making the
proper use of them with a petty, sensitive ap-
prehension, as if it were a kind of sacrilege
done to a cherished and favourite object. The
impulse to save was become by indulgence a
sort of desperate propensity and forlorn hope,
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no longer the understood means, but the mis-
taken end: habit had completely superseded the
exercise and controul of reason, and the rage of
making the most of every thing by making no
use of it at all resisted to the last moment the
shocking project of feasting on a defenceless dish
of green peas (that would fetch so much in the
market) as an outrage against the Goddess of
Stinginess and torture to the soul of Thrift! The
principle of economy is inverted ; and in order
to avoid the possibility of wasting any thing,
the way with such philosophers and housewives
is to abstain from touching it altogether. Is
not this a common error? Or are we con-
scious of our motives in such cases? Or do we
not flatter ourselves by imputing every such act
of idle folly to the necessity of adopting some
sure and judicious plan to shun ruin, beg-
gary, and the profligate abuse of wealth? An
old maid in the same northern school of huma-
nity calling upon some young ladies, her
neighbours, was so alarmed and scandalized
at finding the safe open in their absence, that
she engaged herself to drink tea the same after-
noon, for the express purpose of reading them a
lecture on the unheard-of imprudence and impro-
priety of such an example, and was mobbed on
her way home by the poor servant-girl (who
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had been made the subject of her declamation)
in return for her uncalled-for interference. Ske
had nothing to fear, nothing to lose: Aer safe
was carefully locked up. Why then all this
flutter, fidgetty anxiety, and itch of meddling ?
Out of pure romantic generosity—because the
idea of any thing like comfort or liberality
to a servant shocked her economical and
screwed-up prejudices as much as the impugn-
ing any article of her religious or moral creed
could have done. The very truisms and literal
refinements of this passion are then sheer imper-
tinence. The housekeeper came into the parlour
of a “ big ha’ house,” in the same land of cakes and
hospitality, to say that the workmen had refused
to eat their dinner.—*Why so?’—Because
there was nothing hut sowins and sour milk.
—*“Then they must go without a dinner,” said
the young mistress delighted ; « there is nothing
else in the house for them.” Yet the larder at
that time groaned with cold rounds of beef,
hams, pasties, and the other plentiful remains of a
huge entertainment the day before. . This was
flippancy and ill-nature, as well as a wrong
notion of self-interest. Is it at all wonderful
that a decent servant-girl, when applied to to go
to this place, laughed at the idea of a service
where there was nothing to eat? Yet this
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attention to the main chancé on her part, had
it come to the lady’s knowledge, would have
been tréated as a great piece of insolence. So
little conception have such people of their own
obligations on the claims of others! The cler-
gyman .of the parish (prolific in this sort of
anecdote), 'a hearty, good sort of man enough,
but irritable withal, took it into his head to
fly into a violent passion if ever he found the
glasses or spoons left out in the kitchen, and he
always went into the kitchen to look after this
_ sort of excitement. He pretended to be mightily
afraid that the one would be broken (to his
irreparable loss) and the other stolen, though
there was no danger of either: he wanted an
excuse to fret and fame about something. On
the death of his wife he sent for her . most
intimate friend to condole and consult with,
-and having made some necessary arrangements,
begged as a peculiar favour that she would look
into the kitchen to see if the glasses and silver
spoons were in their places. She repressed a
smile at such a'moment out of regard to his
feelings, which were serious and acute; but
burst into a fit of unrestrained laughter as soon
as she got home. So ridiculous a thing is
human nature, even to ourselves! Either our
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actions are absurd, or we are absurd in our
constant censure and exposure of others. I
would not from choice go into these details, but I
might be required to fill up a vague outline ; and
the examples of folly, spite, and meanness are
unfortunately  sown like a thick scurf o’er life !”

Let us turn the tables and look at the other
side of this sober, solid, engrossing passion for
property and its appendages. A man lays out
a thousand, nay, sometimes several thousand
pounds in purchasing a fine picture. This is
thought by the vulgar a very fantastical folly
and unaccountable waste of money. Why so?
No one one would give such a sum for a
picture, unless there were others ready to offer
nearly the same sum, and who are likely to
appreciate its value and envy him the distinc-
tion. It is then a sign of taste, a proof of
wealth to possess it; it is an ornament and a
luxury. If the same person lays out the same
sum of money in building or purchasing a fine
house, or enriching it with costly furniture, no
notice is taken. This is supposed to be per-
fectly natural and in order. Yet both are
equally gratuitous pieces of extravagance, and
the value of the objects is in either case equally
ideal. It will be asked, ¢ But what is the use of

A
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the picture ”” And what, pray, is the use of the
fine house or costly furniture, unless to be
looked at, to be admired, and to display the
taste and magnificence of the owner? Are not
pictures and statues as much furniture as gold
plate or jasper tables; or does the circumstance
of the former having a meaning in them and
appealing to the imagination as well as to the
senses, neutralize their virtue and render it
entirely chimerical and visionary ? It is true,
every one must have a house of some kind,
furnished somehow, and the superfluous so far
grows imperceptibly out of the necessary. But
a fine house, fine furniture is necessary to no
man, nor of more value than the plainest,
except as a matter of taste, of fancy, of luxury,
and ostentation. Again, no doubt, if a person
is in the habit of keeping a number of servants,
and entertaining a succession of fashionable
guests, he must have more room than he wants
for himself, apartments suitably decorated to
receive them, and offices and stables for their
horses and retinue. But is all this unavoidably
dictated as a consequence of his attention to the
main chance, or is it not sacrificing the latter
and making it a stalking-horse to his vanity,
dissipation, or love of society and hospitality ?
We are at least as fond of spending money as
VOL. IL U
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of making it. If a man runs through a fortune
in the way here spoken of, is it out of love
to himself? Yet who scruples to run through a
fortune in this way, or accuses himself of any
extraordinary disinterestedness or love of others?
One bed is as much as any one can sleep'in,:
one room is as much as he can dine in, and
he may have another for study or to retire to
after dinner; but he can only want more than
this for the accommodation of his friends or
the admiration of the stranger. At Fonthill
Abbey (to take an extreme illustration) there
was not a single room fit to sit, lie, or stand in:
the whole was cut up into pigeon holes, or spread
out into long endless galleries. The building
this huge, ill-assorted pile cost, I believe, nearly
a million of money; and if the circumstance
was mentioned, it occasioned an expression of
surprise at the amount of the wealth that had
been thus squandered ; but if it was said that a
hundred pounds had been laid out on a highly
finished picture, there was the same astonish-
ment expressed at its misdirection. The sym-
pathetic auditor makes up his mind to the first
and greatest outlay, by reflecting that in case of
the worst the building materials alone will fetch
something considerable; or in the very idea
of stone walls and mortar there is something
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solid and tangible, that repels the charge of
frivolous levity or fine sentiment. This quaint
excrescence in architecture, preposterous and ill-:
constructed as it was, occasioned, I suspect, many.
a heart-ache and bitter comparison to the throng.
of fashionable visitants; and I conceive it was.
the very want of comfart and convenience.that
enhanced this feeling, by magnifying as it were,
from contrast the expence that had been in-
curred in realising an idle whim. When we
judge thus perversely and invidiously of the,
employment of wealth by others, I cannot think
that we are guided in our own choice of means
to ends by a simple caloulation of downright use
and personal accommodation. The gentleman,
who purchased Fonthill, and was supposed to be.
possessed of wealth enough to purchase half a.
dozen more Fonthills, lived there himself . for
some. time in a state of the greatest retirement;
rose at six, and read till four, rode out for an
hour for the benefit of the air, and dined abste-
miously for the sake of his health. I could do.
all this myself. What then became of the rest
of his fortune? It was lying in the funds or
embarked in business to make. it yet greater:
that he might still rise at six and read till
four, &c. It was of no other earthly use to
him ; for he did not wish to make a figure, in
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the world, or to throw it away on studs of
horses, or equipages, entertainments, gaming,
electioneering, subscriptions to charitable institu-
tions, mistresses, or any of the usual fashionable
modes of squandering wealth for the amusement
and wonder of others and our own fancied enjoy-
ment. Mr Farqubar did not probably lay out
five hundred a-year on himself: yet it cost Mr
Beckford, who also led a life of perfect seclusion,
twenty thousand a-year to defray the expenses
of his table and of his household establishment.
When I find that such and so various are the
tastes of men, I am a little puzzled to know
what is meant by self-interest, of which some
persons talk so fluently, as if it was a jack-in-
a-box, which they could take out and show you,
and which they tell you is the object that all
men equally aim at. If money, is it for its own
sake, or the sake of other things? Is it to
hoard it, or to spend it on ourselves or others?
In all these points, we find the utmost diversity
and contradiction, both of feeling and practice.
Certainly he who puts his money into a strong
box, and he who puts it into a dice-box, must
be allowed to have a very different idea of the
main chance. If by this phrase be understood
a principle of self-preservation, I grant that
while we live, we must not starve, and that
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necessity has no law. Beyond this point, all
seems nearly left to chance or whim, and so far
are all the world from being agreed in their de-
finition of this redoubtable term, that one half of
them may be said to think and act in diame-
trical opposition to the other.

Avarice is the miser’s dream, as fame is the
poet’s. A calculation of physical profit or loss
is almost as much out of the question in the
one case as in the other. The one has set
his mind on gold, the other on praise, as the
summum bonum or object of his bigoted idolatry
and daily contemplation, not for any private
and sinister ends. It is the immediate pursuit,
not the remote or reflex consequence that gives
wings to the passion. There is indeed a re-
ference to self in either case that fixes and con-
centrates it, but not a gross or sordid one. Is
not the desire to accumulate and leave a vast
estate behind us, equally romantic with the
desire to leave a posthumous name behind us?
Is not the desire of distinction, of something to
be known and remembered by, the paramount
consideration? And are not the privations we
undergo, the sacrifices and exertions we make
for either object nearly akin? A child makes
a huge snow-ball to show his skill and perse-
verance, and as something to wonder at, not
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that he can swallow it as an ice, or warm: his
hands at it, and though the next .day’s sun
will dissolve it; -and the' man'accumulates a
pile of wealth for the same reason ptincipally,
or to find employment for his time, his ima-
gination, and his will. I' deny-that to.watch
and - superintend - the return of millions can be
of any other use to him than to watch the
returns of the heavenly bedies, or to'calculate
their distances, or to contemplate eternity, or
infinity, or the sea, or the dome of St Peter’s,
or any' other object that excites curiosity and
interest from its magnitudeand importance.
Do:we not look at the most barren  mountain
with ‘thrilling awe and wonder? - And is it
strange that we should gaze at a ‘mountain of
gold with satisfaction, when we can besides
say, “ This is ours, with all the power that
belongs to it?” Every passion, however plod-
ding or prosaic, has its poetical side. A miser
is :the true. alehemist,the magician in his
cell; who overlooks a. mighty. experiment, who
sees dazzling visions, and who wields the will of
others at his nod, but to whom all other hopes
and pleasures are dead, and who is cut off from
all connexion with his kind.: He lives in a
splendid hallucination; a wakingtrance, and so
far it is well : but if he thinks he has any other
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need or use for all this endless store (any more
than to swill the ocean), he deceives himself,
and is no conjuror after all. He goes on, how-
ever, mechanically adding to his stock, and
fancying that great riches is great gain, that
every particle that swells the heap is something
in reserve against the evil day, and a defence
against that poverty which he dreads more the
farther he is removed from it, as the more giddy
the height to which we have attained, the more
frightful does the gulph yawn below—so easily
does habit get the mastery of reason, and so
nearly is passion allied to madness !|—But he
is laying up for his heirs and successors:—in
toiling for them, and sacrificing himself, is he
properly attending to the main chance?

This is the turn the love of money takes in
cautious, dry, recluse, and speculative minds.
If it were the pure and abstract love of money,
it could take no other turn but this. But in
a different class of characters, the sociable, the
vain, and imaginative, it takes just the contrary
one, viz. to expence, extravagance, and ostenta-
tion. It here loves to display itself in every
fantastic shape and with every reflected lustre;
in houses, in equipage, in dress, in a retinue
of friends and dependents, in horses, in hounds
—to glitter in the eye of fashion, to be echoed
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by the roar of folly, and buoyed up for a while
like a bubble on the surface of vanity, to sink
all at once and irrecoverably into an abyss of
ruin and bankruptcy. Does it foresee this
result? Does it care for it? What, then, be-
comes of the calculating principle, that can
neither be hood-winked nor bribed from its duty?
Does it do nothing for us in this critical emer-
gency? It is blind, deaf, and insensible to all
but the noise, confusion, and glare of objects
by which it is fascinated and lulled into a fatal
repose! One man ruins himself by the vanity
of associating with lords, another by his love of
low company ; one by his fondness for building,
another by his rage for keeping open house
and private theatricals; one by philosophical
experiments, another by embarking in every
ticklish and fantastical speculation that is pro-
posed to him; one throws away an estate on a
law-suit, another on a die, a third on a horse-
race, a fourth on virtn, a fifth on a drab, a sixth
on a contested election, &c. There is no dearth
of instances to fill the page or complete the
group of profound calculators, of inflexible mar-
tyrs to the main chance. Let any of these discreet
and well-advised persons have the veil torn from
their darling follies by experience, and be gifted
with a double share of wisdom and a second
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fortune to dispose of, and each of them, so far
from being warned by experience or disaster,
will only be the more resolutely bent to assert
the independence of his choice and throw it away
the self-same road the other went before,—on his
vanity in associating with lords, on his love of
low company, on his fondness for building, on
his rage for keeping open house or private thea-
tricals, on philosophical experiments, on fantastic
speculations, on a law-suit, on a dice-box, on a
favourite horse, on a picture, on a mistress, or
election contest, and so on through the whole
of the chapter of accidents and ‘cross-purposes.
There is an admirable description of this sort of
infatuation with folly and ruin in Madame
D’Arblay’s account of Harrel in ¢Cecilia;’ and
though the picture is highly wrought and carried
to the utmost length, yet I maintain that the
principle is common. I myself have known
more than one individual in the same predica-
ment ; and therefore cannot think that the
deviations from the line of strict prudence and
wisdom are so rare or trifling as the theory I
am opposing represents them, or I must have
been singularly unfortunate in my acquaintance.
Out of a score of persons of this class I could
mention several that have ruined their fortunes
out of mere freak, others that are in a state of
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dotage and imbecility for fear of being robbed
of all they are worth. The rest care nothing
about the matter. So that this boasted and
unfailing attention to the main chance resolves
itself, when strong, into mad profusion or griping
penury, or if weak, is null and yields to other
motives. Such is the conclusion to which my
observation of life has led me: if I am quite
wrong, it is hard that in a world abounding in
such characters I should not have met with a
single practical philosopher.*

A girl in a country-town resolves never to

* Mr Bentham proposes to new-model the penal code on
the principle of a cool and systematic calculation of con-
sequences. Yet of all philosophers, the candidates for
Panopticons and Penitentiaries are the most short-sighted
and refractory. Punishment has scarcely any effect upon
them. Thieves steal under the scaffold ; and if a person’s
previous feelings uand habits do not prevent his running the
risk of the gallows, be assured that the fear of consequences
or his having already escaped it, with all the good resolutions
he may have made on the occasion, will not prevent his
exposing himself to it a second time. It is true most people
have a natural aversion to being hanged. The perseverance
of culprits in their evil courses seems a fatality, which is
strengthened by the prospect of what is to follow. Mr
Bentham argues that all men act from calculation, ¢ even
madmen reason.” So far it may be true that the world is
not unlike a great Bedlam, or answers to the title of an old
play—* A mad world my masters.”
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marry any one nnder a duke or a lord. Good.
This may be very well as an ebullition of spleen
or vanity ; but is there much common sense or
regard to her own satisfaction in it? Were
there any likelihood of her succeeding in her
resolution, she would not make it; for it is the
very distinction to be attained.that piques her
ambition, and leads her to gratify her conceit of
herself by affecting to look down on any lower
matches. Let her suffer ever so much mortifica-
tion or chagrin:in the prosecution of her scheme,
it only .confirms her the more in. it: the spirit
of contradiction and the shame. of owning herself
defeated, increase with every new disappointment
and every year of painful probation. At least this
is the case while she chooses to think there is any
chance left. But what, after all, is this haughty
and ridiculous pretension founded on? Is it owing
to a more commanding view and a firmer grasp of
consequences, or of her own.interest? No such
thing : she is as much. captivated by the fancied
sound of “ My Lady,” and dazzled by the image
of a coronet-coach, as the girl who marries a
footman is smit with his broad shoulders, laced
coat, and rosy cheeks. ‘“But why must I be
always in extremes? Few Misses make vows
of celibacy or marry their footmen.” Take then
the broad question:—Do they generally marry
from the convictions of the understanding, or
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make the choice that is most likely to ensure
their future happiness, or that they themselves
approve afterwards? I think the answer must
be in the negative; and yet love and marriage
are among the weightiest and most serious con-
cerns of life. Mutual regard, good temper, good
sense, good character, or a conformity of tastes
and dispositions, have notoriously and lamentably
little to say in it. On the contrary, it is most
frequently those things that pique and provoke
opposition, instead of those which promise con-
cord and sympathy, that decide the choice and
inflame the will by the love of conquest, or of
overcoming difficulty. Or it is a complexion,
or a fine set of teeth, or air, or dress, or a fine
person, or false calves, or affected consequence,
or a reputation for gallantry, or a flow of spirits,
or a flow of words, or forward coquetry, or
assumed indifference,—something that appeals to
the senses, the fancy, or to our pride, and
. determines us to throw away our happiness for
life. Neither, then, in this case, on which so
much depends, are the main chance and our real
interest by any means the same thing.
“ Now all ye ladies of fair Scotland, :
And ladies of England that happy would prove,

Marry never for houses, nor marry for land,
Nor marry for nothing but only love.”*==0ld Ballad.

¢ « Have I not seen a household where love was not?”
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Or take the passion of love where it has other
objects and consequences in view. Is reason
any match for the poison of this passion, where
it has been once imbibed ? I might just as well
be told that reason is a cure for madness or the
bite of a venomous serpent. Are not health,
fortune, friends, character, peace of mind, every
thing sacrificed to its idlest impulse? Are the
instances rare, or are they not common and
tragical? The main chance does not serve the
turn here. Does the prospect of certain ruin
break the fascination to its frail victim, or does
it not render the conquest more easy and secure
that the seducer has already triumphed over and
deserted a hundred other victims? A man d
bonnes fortunes is the most irresistible personage
in the lists of gallantry. Take drunkenness
again, that vice which till within these few
years (and even still) was fatal to the health, the
constitution, the fortunes of so many thousands,
and the peace of so many families in Great-
Britain. I would ask what remonstrance of

says the author of the ¢ Betrothed ;’ * where, although there
was worth and good will, and enough of the means of life,
all was imbittered by regrets, which were not only vain, but
criminal ?"—¢I would take the Ghost’s word for a thousand
pound,” or in preference to that of any man living, though [
was told in the streets of Edinburgh, that Dr Jamieson, the
author of the ¢ Dictionary,” was quite as great a man !
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friends, what lessons of experience, what reso-
lutions of amendment, what certainty of remorse
and suffering, however exquisite, would deter
the confirmed sot (where the passion for this
kind of excitement had once become habitual
and the immediate want of it was felt) from in-
dulging his propensity and taking his full
swing, notwithstanding the severe and immi-
nent punishment to follow upon his excess?
The consequence of not abstaining from his
favourite beverage is not doubtful and dis-
tant (a thing in the clouds) but close at his side,
staring him in the face, and felt perhaps in all
its aggravations that very morning, yet the re-
collection of this and of the next day’s dawn is
of no avail against the momentary craving and
head-long impulse given by the first application
of the glass to his lips. The present temptation-
is indeed heightened by the threatened alterna-
tive. I know this as a rule, that the stronger
the repentance, the surer the relapse and the
more hopeless the cure! The being engrossed
by the present moment, by the present feeling,
whatever it be, whether of pleasure or pain, is
the evident cause of both. Few instances have
been known of a final reformation on this head..
Yet it is a clear case; and reason, if it were
that giant that it is represented in any thing
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but ledgers and books of accounts, would put
down the abuse in an instant. It is true, this
infirmity is more particularly chargeable to the
English and to other Northern nations, and
there has been a considerable improvement
among us of late years; but I suspect it is owing
to a change of manners and to the opening
of new sources of amusement (without the aid
of ardent spirits flung in to relieve the depres-
sion of our animal spirits) more than to the
excellent treatises which have been written
against the use of fermented liquors, or to an
increasing, tender regard to our own comfort,
health, and happiness in the breast of indivi-
duals. We still find plenty of ‘ways of torment-
ing ourselves and sporting with the feelings
of others! I will say nothing of a passion for
gaming here as too obvious an illustration of
what I mean. It is more rare, and hardly to be
looked on as epidemic with us. But few that
have dabbled in this vice have not become
deeply involved, and few (or none) that have
done so have ever retraced their steps or
returned to sober calculations of the main chance.
The majority, it is true, are not gamesters; but
where the passion does exist, it completely
tyrannizes over and stifles the voice of common
sense, reason, and humanity. How many
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victims has the point of honour! I will not
pretend that, as matters stand, it may not be
necessary to fight a duel, under certain circum-
stances and on certain provocations, even in a pru-
dential point of view (though this again proves
how little the maxims and practices of the
world are regulated by a mere consideration of
personal safety and welfare); but I do say that
the rashness with which this respousibility is
often incurred, and the even seeking for trifling
causes of quarrel shows any thing but a con-
sistent regard to self-interest as a general prin-
ciple of action, or rather betrays a total
recklessness of consequences, when opposed to
pique, petulance, or passion.

Before I proceed to answer a pri